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{They set upon Banquo.) 

MACBETH Act in. Scene 3 




BOOK OI^E 



International Zone 



I 


IT WAS NIGHT by the time the little ferry drew up alongside the 
dock. As Dyar went down the gangplank a sudden gust of 
v?ind threw warm raindrops in his face. The other passengers 
were few and poorly dressed; they carried their things in 
cheap cardboard valises and paper bags. He watched them 
standiiig le- ',,';nedly in front of the customs house waiting for 
the door^to be opened. A half-dozen disreputable Arabs had 
already caught sight of him from the other side of the fence 
and were shouting at him. “Hotel Metropole, mister!” 
“Hey, Johnny, come on!” “You want hotel?” “Grand 
Hotel, hey!” It was as if he had held up his American pass- 
port for them to see. He paid no attention. The rain came 
down in earnest for a minute or so. By the time the official had 
opened the door he was uncomfortably wet. 

The room inside was lighted by three oil lamps placed 
along the counter, one to an inspector. They saved Dyar 
until last, and all three of them went through his effects very 
carefully, without a glean • of friendliness or humour. When 
he had repacked his gri, s so they would close they marked 
them with lavender chalk and reluctantly let him pass. He had 
to wait in line at the window over which was printed Policia. 
While he was standing there a tall man in a visored cap caught 
his attention, calling “Taxi!” The man was decently dressed, 
and so he signalled yes with his head. Straightway the man in 
the cap was embroiled in a struggle with the others as he 
stepped to take the luggage. Dyar was the only prey that 
evening. He turned his head away disgustedly as the shouting 
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figures followed the taxi-driver out the door. He felt a little 
sick, anyway. 

And in the taxi, as the rain pelted the windshield and the 
squeaking wipers rubbed painfully back aiid fofth on the 
glas^, he went on feeling sick. He was really here now; there^ 
was no turning back. Of^ course there never had been any 
question Of turning back. When he had written he would take 
the job and had bought his passage from New York, he had 
known his decision was irrevocable. A man does not change 
his mind about such things when he has less than five hundred 
dollars left. But now that he was here, straining to see the 
darkness beyond the wet panes, he felt for the first time the 
despair and loneliness he thought he had left behind. He lit*a 
cigarette and passed the pack to the driver. 

He decided to let the driver determine for him where he 
would stay. The man was an Arab and understood very little 
English, but he did know the words cheap and cle^n. They 
passed from the breakwater on to the mainland, stopped at a 
gate where two police inspectors stuck their heads in through 
the front windows, and then they drove slowly for a while 
along a street where there were a few dim lights. V en they 
arrived at the hotel the driver did not offer to helf n with 
his luggage, nor was there any porter in sight. T ur looked 
again at the entrance : the facade was that of a large modern 
hotel, but within the main door he saw a single candle burn- 
ing. He got down and began pulling out his bags. Then he 
glanced questioningly at the driver who was watching him 
empty the cab of the valises; the man was impatient to 
be off. 

When he had set all his belongings on the sidewalk and paid 
the driver, he pushed the hotel door open and saw a young 
man with smooth black hair and a dapper moustache sitting 
at the small reception desk. The candle provided the only 
light. He asked if this were the Hotel de la Playa, and he did 
not know whether he was glad or sorry to hear that it was. 
Getting his bags into the lobby by himself took a little while. 
Then, led by a small boy who carried a candle, he climbed 
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the stairs to his ropm: the elevator* was not working because 
there was no power. 

They climbed three flights. The hotel was like an enormous 
concrete feSonating chamber; the sound of each footstep, 
magnified, echoed in all directions. The building had the 
kind of intense and pure shabbiness attained only by cheap 
new constructions. Great cracks had already appeared in the 
walls, bits of the decorative plaster mouldings around the 
doorways had been chipped off, and here and there a floor 
tile was missing. 

When they reached the room the boy went in first and 
touched a match to a new candle that had been stuck in the 
top of an empty Cointreau bottle. The shadows shot up along 
the walls. Dyar sniffed the close air with displeasure. The 
odour in the room suggested a mixture of wet plaster and 
unwa«h^d r/*et. 

''Ptie^! it " tinks in here,” he said. He looked suspiciously 
at the bed, turned the stained blue spread back to see the 
sheets. 

Opposite tht door there was one large window which the 
boy hastened to fling open. A blast of wind rushed in out of 
the darkness. There was the faint sound of surf. The boy 
said something in Spanish, and Dyar supposed he was telling 
him it was a good room because it gave on the beach. He did 
not much care which way the room faced; he had not come 
here on a vacation. What he wanted at the moment was a 
bath. The boy shut the window and hurried downstairs to 
get the luggage. In one corner, separated from the rest of the 
room by a grimy partition, was a shower with grey concrete 
walls and floor. He tried the tap marked caliente and was 
surprised to find the water fairly hot. 

When the boy had brought the valises, piled them in the 
wrong places, received his tip, had difficulty in closing the 
door, and finally gone away leaving it ajar, Dyar moved from 
the window where he had been standing fingering the 
curtains, looking out into the blackness. He slammed the 
door shut, heard the key fall tinkling to the floor in the 
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corridor. Then he threw' himself on the bed and lay a while 
staring at the ceiling. He must call Wilcox immediately, let 
him know he had arrived. He turned his head and tried to see 
if there was a telephone on the low night table by^ t^e bed, but 
the table lay in the shadow of the bed’s footboard, and it was^ 
too dark there to tell. 

This wa^ the danger point, he felt. At this moment it was 
almost as though he did not exist. He had renounced all 
security in favour of what everyone had assured him, and 
what he himself suspected, was a wild-goose chase. The old 
thing was gone beyond recall, the new thing had not yet begun. 
To make it begin he had only to telephone Wilcox, yet he lay 
still. His friends had told him he was crazy, his family had 
remonstrated with him both indignantly and sadly, but for 
some reason about which he himself knew very little, he had 
shut his ears to them all. “Fm fed up!” he would cry, a little 
hysterically. “Fve stood at that damned window in /he bank 
for ten years now. Before the war, during the war, and after 
the war. I can’t take it any longer, that’s all!” And when the 
suggestion was made that a visit to a doctor might be indicated, 
he laughed scornfully, replied: ‘‘There’s nothing wrong with 
me that a change won’t cure. Nobody’s meant to be confined 
in a cage like that year after year. Frrf just fed up, that’s all.” 
“Fine, fine,’’ said his father. “Only what do you think you 
can do about it?” He had no answer to that. During the 
depression, when he was twenty, he had been delighted to 
get a job in the Transit Department at the bank. All his 
friends had considered him extremely fortunate; it was only 
his father’s friendship with one of the vice-presidents which 
had made it possible for him to be taken on at such a time. 
Just before the war he had been made a teller. In those days 
when change was in the air nothing seemed permanent, and 
although Dyar knew he had a heart murmur, he vaguely 
imagined that in one way or another it would be got around 
so that he would be given some useful wartime work. Any- 
thing would be a change and therefore welcome. But he had 
been flatly rejected; he had gone on standing in his cage. 
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Then he had fallen prey to a demoralizing sensation of motion- 
lessness. His own life was a dead weight, so heavy that he 
would never be able to move it from where it lay. He had 
grown accifeftimed to the feeling of intense hopelessness and 
depression which had settled upon him, all the while resenting 
it bitterly. It was not in his nature to^be morose, and his family 
noticed it. “Just do things as they come along,’’ his father 
would say. “Take it easy. You’ll find there’ll be plenty to fill 
each day. Where docs it get you to worry about the future? 
Let it take care of itself.” Continuing, he would issue the 
familiar warning about heart trouble. Dyar would smile 
^ryly. He was quite willing to let each day take care of it- 
s^f, — the future was furthest from his thoughts. The present 
stood in its way; it was the minutes that were inimical. Each 
empty, overwhelming minute as it arrived pushed him a little 
further from life. “You don’t get out enough,” his 

father objected. “Give yourself a chance. Why, when I was 
your age I couldn’t wait for the day to be finished so I could 
get out on the tennis court, or down to the old river fishing, 
or home to press my pants for a dance. You’re unhealthy. 
Oh, I don’t mean physically. I’hat little heart business is 
nothing. If you live the way you should it ought never to give 
you any trouble. I metin your attitude. That’s unhealthy. 
I think the wdiole generation’s unhealthy. It’s either one thing 
or the other. Overdrinking and passing out on the sidewalk, 
or else mooning around about life not being w^orth living. 
What the hell’s the matter with all of you ? ” Dyar w'ould smile 
and say times had changed, ddmes alw^ays change, his father 
would retort, but not human nature. 

Dyar w\as not a reader: he did not even enjoy the movies. 
Entertainment somehow’ made the stationariness of existence 
more acute, not only when the amusement was over, but even 
during the course of it. After the war he made a certain effort 
to reconcile himself to his life. Occasionally he would go out 
with two or three of his friends, each one taking a girl. They 
would have cocktails at the apartment of one of the girls, go on 
to a Broadway movie, and eat afterward at some Chinese 
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place in the neighbourhdod where there was dancing, 'rhcn 
there was the long jproeess of taking the girls home one 
by one* after which thty usually went into^a bar and drank 
fairly heavily, ^ometimes^ not very often, they v^ftld pick up 
something cheap in the bar or in the street, take her to BiH 
Healy’s loom, and lay her in turn. It was an accepted pattern ; 
there seemed to be no other to suggest in its place. Dyar kept 
thinking: “Any life would be better than this,’^ but he could 
find no different possibility to consider. “Once you accept the 
fact that life isn’t fun, you’ll be much happier,” his mother 
"^5^d to him. Although he lived with his parents, he never 
dWussed with them the way he felt; it was they who, sensinj^ 
his ^unhappiness, came to him and, in vaguely reproachful 
tones, tried to help him. He \vas polite with them but in- 
wardly contemptuous. It was so clear that they could never 
understand the emptiness he felt, nor realize the degree to 
which ip felt it. It was a progressive paralysis, it gained on 
him constantly, and it carried with it the fear that when it 
arrivediit a certain point something terrible would happen. 

H could hear the distant sound of waves breaking on the 
bech outside: a dull roll, a long silence, another roll. Some- 
one came into the room over his, slammed the door, and began 
to move about busily from one side of the room to the other. 
It sounded dike a woman, but a heavy one. The water w^as 
turned on and the wash basin in his room bubbled as if in 
sympathy. He lit a cigarette, from time to time flicking the 
ashes on to the floor beside the bed. After a few minutes the 
woman — he was sure it was a woman —went out of the door, 
slammed it, and he heard her walk down the hall into another 
room and close that door. A toilet flushed. Then the footsteps 
returned to the room above. 

“I must call Wilcox,” he thought. But he finished his 
cigarette slowly, making it last. He wondered why he felt so 
lazy about making the call. He had taken the great step, and 
he believed he had done right. All the way across on the ship 
to Gibraltar, he had told himself that it was the healthy thing 
to have done, that when he arrived he would be like another 
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person, full of life, delivered from the sense of despair that 
had weighed on him for so long* And now he realized that he 
felt exactly, the sajne. He tried to imagine how he would feel 
if, for instartc^, he had his whole life before hint to spend as 
he pleased, without the necessity to earn his living. In that 
case he would not have to telephoi^e Wilcox, would not be 
compelled to exchange one cage for another. Having made the 
first break, he would then make the second, and be completely 
free. He raised his head and looked slov\ly around the dim 
room. The rain was spattering the window. Soon he would 
have to go out. There was no restaurant in the hotel, and it 
was surely a long way to town. He felt the top of the night 
tal?le; there was no telephone. Then he got up, took the <:an die, 
and made a search of the room. He stepped out into the 
corridor, picked his key off the floor, locked his door and went 
downsuii:^ tliuiking: “Fd have him on the wire by now if 
there’d only been a phone by the bed.” 

The man was not at the desk. ” Fve got to make a call,” he 
said to the boy who stood beside a potted palm smirking. 
“It’s very important. ^Felcphone! telephone!” he shouted, 
gesturing, as the other made no sign of understanding. The 
boy went to the desk, brought an old-fashioned telephone out 
from behind and set it orvtop. Dyar took the letter out of his 
pocket to look for the number of Wilcox’s hotel. The boy 
tried to take the letter, but he copied the number on the back 
of the envelope and gave it to him. A fat man wearing a black 
raincoat came in and asked for his key. Then he stood 
glancing over a newspaper that lay spread out on the desk. 
As the boy made the call Dyar thought: “ If he’s gone out to 
dinner I’ll have to go through this all over again.” The boy said 
something into the mouthpiece and handed Dyar the receiver. 

“Hello?” 

“Hotel Atlantide.” 

“Mr. Wilcox, please.” He pronounced the name very 
carefully. There was a silence. “Oh, God!” he thought, 
annoyed with himself that he should care one way or the other 
whether Wilcox was in. There was a click. 
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‘‘Yes?’’ 

It was Wilcox. For a second he did not know what to say. 
“HeUo?*’ he said. 

“HeUo. Yes?” 

“Jack^” 

“Yes. Who’s this?” 

“This Is Nelson. Nelson Dyar.” 

“Dyar! Well, for God’s sake! So you got here after all. 
Where are you? Come on over. You know how to get here? 
Better take a cab. You’ll get lost. Where are you staying?” 

Dyar told him. 

“Jesus! That ” Dyar had the impression he had been 

about to say: that dump. But he said: “That’s practically 
over the border. Well, come on up as soon as you can get here. 
You take soda or water?” 

Dyar laughed. He had not known he would be so pleased to 
hear Wilcox’s voice. “Soda,” he said. 

“Wait a second. Listen. I’ve got an idea. I’ll cafl you back 
in five minutes. Don’t go out. Wait for my call. Just stay put. 
I just want to call somebody for a second. It’s great to have you 
here. Call you right back. O.K. ?” 

“Right.” 

He hung up and went to stand -at the window. The rain 
that was beating against the glass had leaked through and was 
running down the wall. Someone had put a rag along the 
floor to absorb it, but now the cloth floated in a shallow pool. 
Two or three hundred feet up the road from the hotel there 
was a streetlight. Beneath it in the wind the glistening spears 
of a palm branch charged back and forth. He began to pace 
from one end of the little foyer to the other ; the boy, standing 
by the desk with his hands behind him, watched him intently. 
He was a little annoyed at Wilcox for making him wait. Of 
course he thought he had been phoning from his room. He 
wondered if Wilcox were making good money with his travel 
agency. In his letters he had said he was, but Dyar remembered 
a good deal of bluff in his character. His enthusiasm need 
have meant nothing more than that he needed an assistant 
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and preferred it to be someone he knew (the wages were low 
enough, and Dyar had paid his own passage from New York), 
or that he was pleased with a chance to show his importance 
and magnamrflity ; it would appeal to Wilcox to be able to 
rmke what he considered a generous gesture. Dyar thought it 
was mote likely to be the latter case.^ Their friendship never 
had been an intimate one. Even though they had known each 
other since boyhood, since Wilcoxjs father had been the 
Dyar’s family doctor, each had never shown more than a 
polite interest in the other’s life. There was little in common 
between them — not even age, really, since Wilcox was nearly 
tyj years older than he. During the war Wilcox had been sent 
to Algiers, and afterward it never had occurred to Dyar to 
wonder what had become of him. One day his father had 
come home snymg: ‘‘ Seems Jack Wilcox has stayed on over in 
North Africa, (rone into business for himself and seems to be 
making a ^ of it.” Dyar had asked what kind of business it 
was, and had been only vaguely interested to hear that it was 
a tourist bureau. 

He had been walking down Fifth Avenue one brilliant 
autumn twilight and had stopped in front of a large travel 
agency. The wind that moved down from Central Park had 
the crispness of an October evening, carrying with it the 
promise of winter, the season that paralyses; to Dyar it gave 
a foretaste of increased unhappiness. In one side of the window 
was a large model ship, black and wiiite, with shiny brass 
accessories. The other side represented a tropical beach in 
miniature, with a sea of turquoise gelatine and tiny palm 
trees bending up out of a beach of real sand. Book Now for 
Winter Cruises, said the sign. The thought occurred to him 
that it would be a torturing business to work in such a place, 
to plan itineraries, make ho^el reservations and book passages 
for all the places one would never see. He wondered how many 
of the men who stood inside there consulting their folders, 
schedules, lists and maps felt as trapped as he would have felt 
in their place ; it would be even worse than the bank. Then he 
thought of Wilcox. At that moment he began to walk again, 
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very fast. When he got home he wrote th^ letter and took it 
out to post immediately. It wa^ a cra^y idea. Nothing could 
come of it, except perhaps that Wilcox would think him a 
goddam fool, a prospect which did not alarm^him. 

The reply had given him the shock of his life. Wilcox h’ld 
spoken of ^coincidence.^ ‘‘There must be something in tele- 
pathy,*’ he had written. Only then did Dyar mention the plan 
to hife family, and the rejDroaches had begun. 

Moving regretfully away from the desk, the fat man 
walked back to the stairway. The telephone rang. The boy 
started for it, but Dyar got there ahead of him. The boy 
glared at him angrily. It was Wilcox, who said he would be 
at the Hotel de la Playa in twenty minutes. “I want yo*u to 
meet a friend of mine,” he said. “The Marquesa de Valverde. 
She’s great. She wants you to come to dinner too.” And as 
Dyar protested, he interrupted. “We’re not dressing. God, 
no! None of that here. I’ll pick you up.” 

“But Jack, listen ” 

“So long.” 

Dyar went up to his room, nettled at not having been given 
the opportunity of deciding to accept or refuse the invitation. 
He asked himself if it would raise him in Wilcox’s estimation 
if he showed independence and begged off. But obviously he 
had no intention of doing such a thing, since when he got to 
his room he tore off his clothes, took a quick shower, whistling 
all the w^hile, opened his bags, shaved as well as he could by 
the light of the lone candle, and put on his best suit. When he 
had finished he blew out the candle and hurried downstairs 
to wait at the front entrance. 


II 

Daisy de Valverde sat at her dressing-table, her face bril- 
liant as six little spotlights threw their rays upon it from 
six different angles. If she made up to her satisfaction^ jn the 
pitiless light- of these sharp lamps, she could be aVeks^ m/apy 
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light later. But took time and Itechnique. The Villa 
Hesperides was never without electricity, even now when the 
town had it for only two hours every other evening. Luis 
' had seen to thSt when they built the house ; he had foreseen 
thwe^ shortage of power. It was one of the charms of the 
International Zone that you could get anything you wanted 
if you paid for it. Do anything, too, for that matter — there 
were no incorruptibles. It was only a question of price. 

Outside, the wind was roaring, and in the cypresses it 
sounded like a cataract. The boom of waves against the cliffs 
came up from far below. Mingled with the reflections of the 
lights in the room, other lights, small, distant points, showed 
in tfie black sheets of glass at the windows: Spain across the 
strait, Tarifa and Cape Camarinal. 

She always pleased to have Americans come to the 
house because she felt under no constraint with them. She 
could drink all she pleased and they drank along with her, 
whereas her English guests made a whisky last an hour, — 
not to mention he French, who asked for a Martini of 
vermouth with a dash of gin. or the Spanish with their glass of 
sherry. ‘‘The Americans are the nation of the future,** she 
would announce in her hearty voice. “Here^s to ’em. God 
bless their gadgets, great and small. God bless Frigidaire, 
Tampax and Coca-Cola. Yes, even Coca-Cola, darling.” 
(It was generally conceded that Morocco’s appearance had 
changed considerably since the advent of Coca-Cola and its 
advertising.) The Marques did not share her enthusiasm for 
Americans, but that did not prevent her from asking them 
whenever she pleased; she ran the house to suit herself. 

She had a Swiss butler and an Italian footman, but when 
Americans were invited to dinner she let old Ali serve at 
table because he owned p magnificent Moorish costume; 
although he was not very competent she thought his appear- 
ance impressed them more than the superior service the two 
Europeans could provide. The difficulty was that both the 
butler and footman disapproved so heartily of this arrange- 
ment that unless she went into the kitchen at the last moment 
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and repeated her orders^ they always found some pretext for 
not allowing poor old AH to serve, so that when she looked up 
from her plate expecting to see the brilliant brocades and gold 
sash from the palace of Sultan Moulay Hafid, she would find 
herself staring instead at the drab black uniform of Hugo %)r 
Mario. Their faces would be impassive ; she never knew what 
had been going on. There was a chance that this would 
happen tonight, unless, she went down now and made it 
clear that Ali must serve. She rose, slipped a heavy bracelet 
over her left hand, and went out through the tiny corridor 
which connected her room with the rest of the house. Some- 
one had left a window^ open at the end of the upper hall,^atfid 
several of the candles in front of the large tapestry had been 
blo^m out. She could not bear the anachronism of having 
electricity in the rooms where tapestries were hung. Ringing 
a bell, she waited until a breathless chambermaid had ap- 
peared, then she indicated the window and the qandles with 
a stiff finger. “A/Zre,” she said disapprovingly, and moved 
down the stairway. At that moment there was the sound of a 
motor outside. She hurried down the rest of the way, practic- 
ally running the length of the hall to disappear into the kitchen, 
and when she came back out Hugo was taking her guests’ 
coats. She, walked toward the two'men regally. 

“Darling Jack. How sweet of you to come. And in this foul 
weather.” 

“How kind of you to have us. Daisy, this is Mr. Dyar. The 
Marquesa de Valverde,” 

Dyar looked at her and saw a well-preserved woman of 
forty with a mop of black curls, china blue eyes, and a low- 
cut black dress, to squeeze herself into which must have been 
somewhat painful. 

''How nice to see you, Mr. Dyar. 1 think we’ve got a fire in 
the drawing-room. God knows. Let’s go in and see. Are you 
wet?” She felt Dyar^s sleeve. “No? Good. Come along. Jack, 
you^re barman. I want the stiffest drink you can concoct.” 

They sat before a scorching log fire. Daisy wanted Wilcox 
to mix sidecars. At the first sip Dyar realised how hungry he 
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was; he glanced Cjjandestinely at his Watch. It was nine-forty. 
Observing Daisy, he thought she was the most fatuous 
woman he had ev^r met. But he was impressed by the house. 
Hugo enterecf/ ‘^Now for dinner,” thought Dyan It was a 
telephone call for Madame la Marquise. “Pour me another, 
sweet, and let me take it with me as consolation,” she said to 
Wilcox. 

When she had gone Wilcox turned to Dyar. 

“ She’s one grand girl,” he said, shaking his head. 

“Yes,” Dyar replied, without conviction, adding: “Isn’t 
she a little on the beat-up side for you?” 

Wilcox looked indignant, lowered his voice. “What are 
you talking about, boy? She’s got a husband in the house. I 
said she’s grand fun to be with. What the hell did you think 
I mepnJ, -^nwray?” Mario’s arrival to add a log to the fire 
stopped whaie^ er might have followed. “ Listen to that wind,” 
said Wilcox, sitting back with his drink, 

Dyar knew he w^as annoyed with him: he w^ondered wLy. 
“He’s getting mighty touchy in his old age,” he said to him- 
self, looking around the vast room. Mario went out. Wilcox 
leaned forw^arJ again, and still in a low voice, said: “Daisy 
and Luis are practically my best friends here.” There W'ere 
voices in the hall. Daisy entered with a neat dark man who 
looked as though he had stomach ulcers. “Luis!” cried 
Wilcox, jumping up. Dyar w’as presented, and the four sat 
down, Daisy next to Dyar. “'Fhis can’t last long,” he thought, 
“It’s nearly ten.” His stomach felt completely concave. 

They had another round of drinks. Wilcox and the Marques 
began to discuss the transactions of a local banker who had 
got himself into difficulties and had left suddenly for Lisbon, 
not to return. Dyar listened for a moment. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear,” he said to Daisy; she was 
speaking to him. 

“I said; how do you like our little International Zone ?” 

“Well, I haven’t seen anything of it yet. However” — he 
ooked around the room appreciatively — “from here it looks 
ine.” He smiled self-consciously. 



24 


LET IT COME DOWN 


Her voice assumed "a faintly maternal yote. “Of course. 
You just cai;ne today, didn’t you ? My dear, you’ve got so 
much ahead of yo# j ,So much ahead of yoijl You can’t know. 
But ypuUl love it, that I promise you. It’s ^''madhouse, of 
course. A complete, utter madhouse. I only hope to G6d at 
remans cije/’ 

“You tike it a lot ?” lie was beginning to feel the drinks. 

“Adore it,” she said, leaning toward him. “Absolutely 
worship the place.” 

He ^et his empty glass carefully on the table beside the 
shaker. 

From the doorway Hugo announced dinner. 

“Jack, one more drop all round.” She held forth her glass 
and received what was left. “You’ve given it all to me, you 
monster. I didn’t want it all.” She stood up, and carrying her 
glass with her, led the men into the dining-room, where 
Mario stood uncorking a bottle of champagne. 

“I’m going to be drunk,” thought Dyar, suddenly terrified 
that through some lapse in his table etiquette he would 
draw attention to himself. 

Slowly they advanced into a meal which promised to be 
endless. 

Built into the wall opposite him, a green rectangle in the 
dark panelling, was an aquarium; its hidden lights illumined 
rocks, shells and complex marine plants. Dyar found him- 
self watching it as he ate. Daisy talked without cease. At 
one point, when she had stopped, he said: “ I don’t see any 
fish in there.” 

“Cuttle-fish,” said the Marques. “We keep only cuttle- 
fish.” And as Dyar seemed not to understand, “You know — 
small Octopi. You see ? There is one on the left, hanging to the 
rock.” He pointed: now Dyar saw the pale fleshy streamers 
which were its tentacles. 

“They’re rather sweeter than goldfish,” said Daisy, but 
in such a way that Dyar suspected she loathed them. He had 
never met anyone like her; she gave the impression of remain- 
ing uninvolv^d in whatever she said or did. It was as if she 
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were playing an intricate game whose rules she had devised 
herself. 

During salad th^re was a commotion somewhere back in the 
house: muffleti female voices and hurrying footsteps. Daisy 
s^t down her fork and looked around the table at the three 
men* 

“God! I know what that is. Fm sure of it. This storm has 
brought in the ants.'' She turned to Dyar. “Every year they 
come in by the millions, the tiniest ones. When you first see 
them on the wall you’d swear it was an enormous crack, 
W^hen you go nearer it looks more like a rope. Positively 
seething. They all stick together. Millions. It’s terrifying.” 
She rose. “Do forgive me; I mii^t go and see what’s 
happening.” 

Is there anything I can do ?” and got a fleeting 
glance of disapproval from Wilcox. 

She smiled. “No, darling. Eat your salad.” 

Daisy was gone nearly ten minutes. When she returned she 
was laughing. “.\h, the joys of living in Morocco!” she said 
blithely. “The ants again asked the Marques. “Oh, yes. 
This time it’s the maids’ sewing-room. Last year it was the 
pantry. 'That was ynuch worse. And they had to shovel the 
corpses out.” She resumed eating her salad and her face grew 
serious. “Luis, I’m afraid poor old Tambang isn’t long for 
this w^orld. I looked in on him. It seemed to me he w'as worse,” 

The Marques nodded his head. “Give him more penicillin.” 

Daisy turned to Dyar. “It’s an old Siamese I’m trying to 
save. He’s awfully ill. We’ll go and see him after dinner. 
Luis refuses to go near him. He hates cats. I’m sure you don’t 
hate cats, do you, Mr. Dyar?” 

“Oh, I like all kinds of animals.” He turned his head and 
saw the octopus. It had not moved, but a second one had 
appeared and was sw aying loosely along the floor of the tank. 
It looked like something floating in a jar of formaldehyde — 
a stomach, perhaps, or a pancreas. The sight of it made him 
feel vaguely ill, or else it \vas the mixture of sidecars and 
champagne. 
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'‘Then you wo|i’t mind helping me witlj him, will you ?” 
pursued Daisy. 

“Be delighted.*’ 

“You don’t know what you’re letting yourseif in for,” said 
Wilcox, laughing unpleasantly. 

“Nonsense!” Daisy exclaimed, “fle’ll wear enormous 
thick gloves. Even Tambang can’t claw through those.” 

“The hell he can't! And he’s got teeth too, hasn’t he?” 

“Just for this,” said the Marques, “we must mzk^Jack go 
and be the attendant.” 

“No,” Daisy said firmly. “Mr. Dyar is coming with me. 
Does anyone want fruit ? I suggest we go in and have cofee 
immediately. We’ll have our brandy afterward when we come 
down.” She rose from the table. 

“You’ll need it,” said Wilcox. 

From the drawing-room now they could hear the storm 
blowing louder than before. Daisy gulped her coffee standing 
up, lit a cigarette, and went toward the door. 

“Tell Mario to keep the fire blazing, Luis, or it’ll begin to 
smoke. It’s already begun, in fact. Shall we go up, Mr. Dyar ? ” 

She went ahead of him up the stairs. As she passed each 
candelabrum the highlights of her satin Hashed. 

From a gmall cloakroom at the head of the stairs she took 
two pairs of thick gardening gloves and gave one to Dyar. 

“We don’t really need these,” she said, “but it’s better to 
be protected.” 

The walls of the little room were lined with old French 
prints of tropical birds. On an antique bed with a torn canopy 
over it lay a large Siamese cat. An enamel pan containing 
lumps of raw liver had been pushed against its head, but it 
looked wearily in the other direction. The room smelled like 
a zoo. “God, what a fug!” Daisy exclaimed. “But we can’t 
open the window.” The storm raged outside. From time to 
time the house trembled. A branch beat repeatedly against 
the window like a person asking to be let in. The cat paid 
no attention while Daisy filed off the ends of an ampoule, 
filled the syringe, and felt along its haunches for the right spot. 
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'‘He's got to hi^ve four different injections," she said, “but 
I can give the first two together. Now, stand above, and be 
ready to push do vn on his neck, but don’t push unless you 
have to. Scratch him under the chin.” 

• The old cat’s fur was matted, its eyes were huge and empty. 
Once as the needle flashed above its^ head Dyar thought he 
saw an expression of alertness, even of fear, cross its face, but 
he scratched harder, with both handsj under the ears and along 
the jowls. Even when the needle went in tentatively, and then 
further in, it did not move. 

“Now w^e have only two more,” said Daisy. Dyar watched 
tlj^ sureness of her gestures. No veterinarian could have been 
more deft. He said as much. She snorted. “The only good 
vets are amateurs. I wouldn’t let a professional touch an 
animal mine.” The odour of ether was very strong. “Is 
that ether?” Dyar asked; he was feeling alarmingly ill. “Yes, 
for sterilizing.” She had filled the syringe again. “Now, hold 
him.” The wind roared; it seemed as though the branch 
would crack the windowpane. “This may burn. He may feel 
it.” Dyar looked up at the window; he could see his own head 
reflected vaguely against the night beyond. He thought he 
might throw^ up if he had to watch the needle go into the fur 
again. Only when Daisy stepped aw'ay from the bed did he 
dare low^r his gaze. The cat’s eyes were half shut. He bent 
dowm : it w^as purring. 

“Poor old beast,” said Daisy. “Now for the last. This will 
be easy. Tambang, sweet boy, what is it?” 

“He’s purring,” said Dyar, hoping she would not look at 
his face. His lips felt icy, and he knew^ he must be very pale. 

“You see how right I was to bring you? He likes you. Jack 
would have antagonized him in some way.” 

She did look at him, and he thought her eyes stayed an 
instant too long. But she said nothing. 

“Don’t tell me he’s going to faint,” she thought. “The 
wretched man is completely out of contact with life.” But he 
was making a great effort. 

“The cat doesn’t seem to feel anything,” he said. 
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‘‘No, I’m afraid he won’t live/’ 

“ But he’s purring/’ 

Will you hold him, please ? This is the last/*" 

He wanted to to take his mind off his dizziness, aWay 
from wliat was going^ on just below his face on the bed. Ke 
could thinh of nothing to say, so he kept silent. The cat 
stirred slightly. Daisy straightened up, and at the same 
moment there was a splitting sound and a heavy crash some- 
where outside in the darkness. They looked at each other. 
Daisy set the syringe on the table. 

“I know what that was. One of our eucalyptus trees. God, 
what a night ! ” she said admiringly. 

They shut the door and went downstairs. In the drawing- 
room there was no one. ‘T daresay they’ve gone out to look. 
Let’s go into the library. The fireplace draws better in there. 
This one’s smoking.” 

The library w^as small and pleasant; the fire crackled. She 
pushed a wall button and they sat down on the divan. She 
looked at him, musing. 

“Jack told me you were coming, but somehow I never 
thought you’d actually arrive.” 

“Why not?” He felt a little better now. 

“Oh, ygu know. Such things have a way of not coming off. 
Frightfully good idea that misses fire. And then, of course, I 
can’t see really why Jack needs anyone there in that little 
office.” 

“You mean it’s not doing well?” lie tried to keep his voice 
even. 

She laid a hand on his arm and laughed. As though she 
were imparting a rather shameful secret, she said in a low 
voice: “My dear, if you think he makes even his luncheon 
money there, you’re gravely mistaken.” 

She was studying him too carefully, trying to see the effect 
of her words. He would refuse to react. He felt hot all over 
but did not speak. Hugo entered carrying a tray of bottles and 
glasses. They both look brandy, and he set the tray down on a 
table at Dyat ’s elbow and went out. 
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She was still lot)king at him. 

*‘Oh, it’s not giing well,” he said. He would _not say what 
he was sure she i\as waiting for him to say: ‘^How does he 
keep going 

“Not at all. It never has.” 

“ Pm sorry to hear that,” said Dyar, 

“There’s no need to be. If it had gone well I daresay he 
wouldn’t have sent for you. He’d h^ve had just about all he 
could manage by himself. As it is, I expect he needs you far 
more.” 

Dyar made a puzzled face. “I don’t follow that'' 

Daisy looked pleased. ‘‘Tangier, Tangier,” she said. “You’ll 
foUow soon enough, my pet.” 

They heard voices in the hall. 

“You”* be w'anting a good many books to read, I should 
think,” she said. “Do feel free to boirow anything here that 
interests you. Of course there’s a circulating library run by the 
American Legation that’s far better than the English library. 
But they take ages to get the new books.” 

“I don’t read much,” said D\ar. 

“But my dear lamb, whate\er arc \ou going to do all day? 
You’ll be bored to distraction.” 

“Oh, well. Jack ” 

“I doubt it,” she said. “1 think you’ll be alone from 
morning to night every day.” 

The voices w'ere no longer audible. “They’ve gone into 
the kitchen,” she said. He pulled out a pack of cigarettes, held 
it up to her. 

“No, thank you, I have some. But seriously, I can’t think 
what you’ll do all day, you know.” She felt in her bag and 
withdrew a small gold case. 

“I’ll probably have work to do,” he replied, getting a 
match to the end of her cigarette before she could lift her 
lighter. 

She laughed shortly, blew out the flame, and seized his 
hand, the match still between his fingers. “Let me see that 
hand,’^ she said, puffing on her cigarette. Dyar smiled and 
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held his palm out stiffly for her to examint^. “Relax it,” she 
said, drawing the hand nearer to her face. 

“Work!” she scoffed. “I see no sign of it hwe. mv dear 
Mr. Dyar.” 

He was incensed. “Well, it’s a liar, then. Work is all Tte 
ever done.*’ 

“Oh, standing in a bank, perhaps, but that’s so light it 
wouldn’t show.” She Icipked carefully, pushing the flesh of 
the hand with her fingers. “No. I see no sign of work. 
No sign of anything, to be quite honest. I’ve never 
seen such an empty hand. It’s terrifying.” She looked up at 
him. 

Again he laughed. “You’re stumped, are you ?” 

“Not at all. I’ve lived in America long enough to have seen 
a good many American hands. All I can say is that this is 
the worst.” 

He pretended great indignation, withdrawing his hand 
forcibly. “What do you mean, worst?” he cried. 

She looked at him with infinite concern in her eyes. “I 
mean,” she said, “that you have an empty life. No pattern. 
And nothing in you to give you any purpose. Most people 
can’t help following some kind of design. They do it auto- 
matically because it’s in their nature. It’s that that saves them, 
pulls them up short. They can’t help themselves. But you’re 
safe from being saved.” 

“A unique specimen. Is that it?” 

“In a way.” She searched his face questioningly for a 
moment. “How odd,” she murmured presently. This empty 
quality in him pleased her. It was rather as if he were naked — 
not defenceless, exactly — merely unclothed, ready to react, 
and she found it attractive; men should be like that. But it 
struck her as strange that she should think so. 

“ How odd what ? ” he inquired. “ That I should be unique ?” 
He could see that she believed all she was saying, and since 
it was flattering to have the attention being paid him, he was 
ready to argue with her, if necessary, just to prolong it. 

“Yes.” 
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'‘Tve never beAn able to believe all this astrology and 
palmistry business,*’ he said. “ doesn’t hold water.” 

She did not answer, and so he continued. ‘"I^t’s jeave 
iiands for a nlinute and get down to personalities.” The 
brandy was ’warming him; he felt far from ill now. “You 
mean you think each individual man’s ]^fe is different and has 
its own, pattern, as you call it?” 

“Yes, of course.” 

“But that’s impossible!” he cried. “It stands to reason. 
Just look around you. There never was any mass production 
to compare with the one that turns out human beings — all the 
same model, year after year, century after century, all alike, 
always the same person.” He felt a little exalted at the sound 
of his own voice. “You might say there’s only one person in 
the woilJ, 4vA we’re all it.” 

She was silent for a moment; then she said: “Rubbish.” 
What he was saying made her vaguely angry. She wondered if 
it were because she resented his daring to express his ideas at 
all, but she did not think it was that. 

“Look, my pet,” she said in a conciliatory tone, “just 
what do you want in life?” 

“That’s a hard question,” he said slowly. She had taken the 
wind out of his sails. “I suppose I want to feel I’m getting 
something out of it.” 

She was impatient. “That doesn’t mean anything.” 

“I want to feel I’m alive, I guess. That’s about all.” 

“Great God in heaven! Give me some more brandy.” 

They let the subject drop, turning to the storm and the 
climate in general. He was thinking that he should have 
answered anything that came to mind: money, happiness, 
health, rather than trying to say what he really meant. As an 
accompaniment to these tnoughts there recurred the image 
of his room back at the Hotel dc la Playa, with its spotted 
bedspread, its washstand that gurgled. 

“He has nothing, he wants nothing, he is nothing,” thought 
Daisy, She felt she ought to be sorry for him, but somehow he 
did not evoke pity in her — rather, a slight rancour which 



32 LET IT COME DOWN 

neutralised her other emotions. Finally s!jie stopd up. “Wc 
must see what has happened to Luis and Jack/’ 

They found them in the drawing-rooni talking. 

“Which eucalyptus was it?*’ said Daisy. know it war 
one of them.” 

The ^arqu6s frowned. “The great one by the gate. It’s 
not the whole tree. Only one branch, but a big one, the one 
overhanging the road. The road is blocked.” 

“Why do they always manage to fall into the road?” 
demanded Daisy. 

“I don’t know,” said Wilcox. ”But it screv\s me up fine. 
How am I going to get out of here ? ” 

She laughed merrily. “You and Mr. Dyar,” she said, with 
very clear enunciation, “will spend the night, and in the 
morning you’ll call for a taxi. It’s that simple.” 

“Out of the question,” said Wilcox irritably. 

“I assure you no taxi will come now, in this weather. That 
goes without saying. And it’s eight kilometres to walk.” 

He had no answer to this. 

“There are plenty of rooms for just such emergencies. 
Now, stop fretting and make me a whisky and soda.” She 
turned to Dyar and beamed. 

Wheri she had been served, Wilcox said shortly: “What 
about it, Dyar? Same for you?” Dyar looked quickly at him, 
saw that he seemed annoyed. “Please.” Wilcox handed him 
his drink without turning to face him. “That’s easy,” Dyar 
thought. “He’s afraid I’m getting on too well with her.” 

They talked about the house. “You must come back some- 
time during the daylight and see the rose garden,” said Daisy. 
“We have the most divine rose garden.” 

“But what you’ve really got to see is that glass bedroom,” 
said Wilcox, leaning back in his chair and yawning toward 
the ceiling. “Have you seen that?” 

The Marques laughed uncomfortably. 

“No, he hasn’t,” Daisy said. She rose, took Dyar’s arm. 
“Come along and see it. It’s a perfect opportunity. Jack and 
Luis will discuss the week’s bankruptcies.” 
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The bedroom reiminded Dyar of a v&st round greenhouse. 
He scuffed at the ^ebra skins scattered about on the shining 
black marble floor. The bed was very wide, and low; its 
^eavy white satin sj^read had been partially pulled back and 
the sheets were turned down. The place was a gesture of 
defiance against the elements that clamoured outside the 
glass walls; it made him feci distinctly uncomfortable. “Any- 
body could see in, I should think,” he ventured. 

“If they can see all the way frdm Spain.** She stood 
staring down toward the invisible waves that broke on the 
rocks below. “This is my favourite room in the world,*’ she 
declared. “I’ve never been able to abide being away from the 
sea.^’m like a sailor, really. 1 take it for granted that salt 
water is the earth’s natural covering. I must be able to see it. 
Always’ ’’ breathed deeply. 

“ What’s this act all about ? ” he thought. 

“It’s a wonderful room,” he said. 

“There aie orange trees down in the garden. I call the place 
Hesperides because it’s here to this mountain that Hercules 
is supposed to have come to steal the golden apples.” 

“ Is that right } ” He tried to sound interested and impressed. 
Since he had started on the whisky he had been sleepy. He 
had the impression that Wilcox and the Marques would be 
coming upstairs any minute; when they came he felt that 
Daisy and he ought not to be found standing here in her 
bedroom in this tentative, absurd attitude. He saw her 
stifle a yawn ; she had no desire to be showing him the room, 
anyway. It was merely to irk Wilcox, a game they were in 
together. It occurred to him then that it might be fun to play 
around a little with her, to see which way the wind was 
blowing. But he was not sure how to begin; she was a little 
overwhelming. Something like: “That’s a big bed for one 
small person.” She would probably reply: “But Luis and I 
sleep here, my dear.” Whatever he said or did she would 
probably laugh. 

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said. He started a bit. 
“You’re sleepy, poor man. You’d like to go to bed.” 
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“OV’ he said. ‘^Well— 

A youngish woman hurried into the room, calling: “Ow 
pent entrerf** Her clothes were very wet, her face glistened 
with rain. She and Daisy began a lively conversation in French, 
scraps of which were thrown to Dyar now and then. She was 
Daisy’s secretary, she was just returning from a dance, \he 
taxi had been obliged to stop below the fallen tree, but the 
driver had been kind enough to walk with her to the house and 
was downstairs now halving a cognac, she was soaked through, 
and did anyone want the cab ? 

“Do we!” cried Dyar, with rather more animation than 
was altogether civil. Immediately he felt apologetic and began 
to stammer his thanks and excuses. 

“Rush downstairs, darling. Don’t stop to say good night. 
Hurry! I’ll call you tomorrow at the office. I have something 
to talk to you about.” 

He said good night, ran down the stairs, meeting the 
Marques on the way. 

^ “Jack is waiting for you outside. Good night, old boy,” 
said the Marques, continuing to climb. When he reached the 
top of the stairs, Daisy was blowing out the candles along the 
\^all. ^^Estamos salvados"' she said, without looking up. 
** Qud gentuza mas aburrida,^^ sighed the Marques. 

She continued methodically, holding her hand carefully 
' behind each flame as she blew on it. She had the feeling her 
evening had somehow gone all wrong, but at what point it 
had begun to do that she could not tell. 

The malevolent wind struck out at them as they fought 
their way to the taxi. They crawled under one end of the 
great branch that lay diagonally across the road. The driver 
had some difficulty turning the car; at one point he backed 
into a wall and cursed. When they were on their way, going 
slowly down the dark mountain road, Wilcox said: “Well, 
did you see the bedroom ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“You’ve seen everything. You can go back to New York. 
Tangier holds no secrets for you now.” 
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Dyar laughed uneasily. After a pau^e he said: “What’s up 
tomorrow? Do I come around to the agency?*’ 

Wilcox was lighting a cigarette. “You might drop in some- 
^time during the late afternoon, yes.” 

^His heart sank. Then he was angry. “He knows damned 
well I want to start work. Playing cat^and mouse.” He said 
nothing. 

When they arrived in the town, Wilcox called “ Atlantide.” 
The cab turned right, climbed a crooked street, and stopped 
before a large doorway. “Here’s fifty pesetas,” said Wilcox, 
pressing some notes into his hand. “My share.” 

“Fine,” said Dyar. “Thanks.” 

‘Xiood night.” 

“Good night.” 

The looked expectantly back. “Just wait a minute,” 

said Dyar, gesturing. He could still see Wilcox in the lobby. 
When he had gone out of sight, Dyar paid the man, got out, 
and started* to walk downhill, the rain at his back. The street 
was deserted. He felt pleasantly drunk, and not at all sleepy. 
As he walked along he muttered; “Late afternoon. Drop in, 
do. Charmed, I’m sure. Lovely weather.” He came to a square 
where a line of cabs waited. Even in the storm, at this hour, 
the men spied him. “Hey, come! Taxi, Johnny?” He dis- 
regarded them and cut into a narrow passageway. It was like 
walking down the bed of a swiftly running brook; the water 
came almost to the tops of his shoes, sometimes above. He 
bent down and rolled up his trousers, continued to walk. His 
thoughts took another course Soon he was chuckling to 
himself, and once he said aloud: “Golden apples, my ass!” 


Ill 


Thami was furious with his wife: she had a nosebleed and 
was letting it drip all over the patio. Fie had told her to get a 
wet rag and try to stanch it with that, but she was frightened 
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and seemed not to him; she merely kept walking back 
and forth in tte patio with her head bent pver. There was an 
oil lamp flickering just inside the door, and from where he 
lay on his mattress he could see her hennaed feet with their 
heavy anklets shufile by every so often in front of him. R^ri 
fell intermittently, bu|: she did not seem to notice it. 

That was the worst part of being married, unless one had 
money, — a man could never be alone in his own house ; there 
was always female flesh in front of him, and when he had had 
enough of it he did not want to be continually reminded of it. 
‘‘ Yah latif!'^ he yelled. ‘‘At least shut the door! ” In the next 
room the baby started to cry. Thami waited a moment to see 
what Kinza was going to do. She neither closed the dooj^nor 
went to comfort her son. “Go and see what he wants!” he 
roared. Then he groaned: ''Al-lah!'* and put a cushion over 
his abdomen, locking his hands on top of it, in the hope of 
having an after-dinner nap. If it were not for his son, he 
reflected, he would send her back where she belo.iged, to her 
family in the Rif. That might pave the way, at least, to his 
being taken back by his brothers and permitted to live with 
them again. 

He had never considered it just of Abdelmalek and Hassan 
to have taken it upon themselves to put him out of the house. 
Being younger than they, he had of course to accept their 
dictum. But certainly he had not accepted it with good grace. 
It was typical of him to consider that they had acted out of 
sheer spite, and he behaved accordingly. He committed the 
unpardonable offence of speaking against them to others, 
dwelling upon their miserliness and their lecherousness; this 
trait had gradually estranged him from practically all his 
childhood friends. Everyone knew he drank and had done so 
since the age of fifteen, and although that was generally 
considered in the upper-class Moslem world of Tangier 
sufficient grounds for his having been asked to leave the Beid- 
aoui residence, still, in itself it would not have turned his 
friends against him. The trouble was that Thami had a genius 
for doing the wrong thing ; it was as if he took a perverse and 
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bitter delight in cutting himself off front all he had ever known, 
in making himself utterly miserable. His senseless marriage 
with an illiterate mountain girl,— surely he llad done that only 
in a spirit of revenge against his brothers. He must certainly 
^h^ve been mocking them when he rented the squalid little 
house in Emsallah, where only labourers and servants lived. 
Not only did he take alcohol, but he had recently begun to do 
it publicly, on the terraces of the cafds in the Zoco Chico. His 
brothers had even heard, although how much truth lay in the 
report they did not know, that he had been seen going on 
numerous trips by train to Casablanca, an activity which 
usually meant only one thing: smuggling of one sort or 
anther. 

Thami’s friends now were of recent cultivation, and the 
relatioiislupb between him and them not particularly profound 
ones. Two were professors at the Lycee Fran^ais, ardent 
nationalists who never missed an opportunity during a con- 
versation exroriate the French, and threw about terms 
like “imperialist domination’’, “Pan-Islamic culture** and 
“autonomy”. Their violence and resentment against the 
abuses of an unjust authority struck a sympathetic chord in 
him; he felt like one of them without really understanding 
what they were talking about. It v as they who had given him 
the idea of making the frequent trips to the French Zone and 
(for it was perfectly true: he had been engaging in petty 
smuggling) carrying through with him fountain-pens and 
wrist-watches to sell there at a good profit. Every franc out 
of which the French customs could be cheated, they argued, 
was another nail in the French economic coffin ; in the end the 
followers of Lyautey would be forced to abandon Morocco. 
There were also the extra thousands of francs which it was 
agreeable to have in his wallet at the end of such a journey. 

Another friend was a functionary in the Municipalitd, He 
too approved of smuggling, but on moral grounds, because it 
was important to insist on the oneness of Morocco, to refuse to 
accept the three zones into which the Europeans had arbit- 
rarily divided it. The important point with regard to 
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Europeans, he claime'd, was to sow chaos within their in- 
stitutions and confuse them with seemingly irrational be- 
haviour. As to thifc Moslems, they must be made conscious of 
their shame and'suifering. He frequently visited his family in, 
Rabat, always carrying with him a large bunch of bananas, 
which were a good dc^al cheaper in Tangier, When the train 
arrived at Souk el Arba the customs officers would pounce on 
the fruit, whereupon he would begin to shout in as loud a 
voice as possible that he was taking the bananas to his sick 
child. The officers, taking note of the growing interest in the 
scene on the part of the other native passengers, would lower 
their voices and try to keep the altercation as private and 
friendly as they could. He, speaking excellent French, wfilild 
be polite in his language but noisy in his protest, and if it 
looked at any point as though the inspectors might be going 
to placate him and let the bananas by, he would slip into his 
speech some tiny expression of defiant insult, imperceptible 
to the other passengers but certain to throw the Frenchmen 
into a fury. They would demand that he give up the bananas 
then and there. At this point he would appear to be making a 
sudden decision, he would pick up the bunch by the stem and 
break the fruit off one by one, calling to the fourth-class 
passengers', mostly simple Berbers, to come and eat, saying 
sadly that since his sick son was not to have the bananas he 
wanted to give them to his countrymen. Thus forty or fifty 
white-robed men would be crouching along the platform 
munching on bananas, shaking their heads with pity for the 
father of the sick boy, and turning their wide accusing eyes 
toward the Frenchmen. The only trouble was that the number 
of customs inspectors was rather limited. They all had fallen 
into the trap again and again, but now they remembered the 
functionary only too well, and the last time he had gone 
through they had steadfastly refused to notice the bananas at 
all. When Thami heard this he said : “ So you went through to 
Rabat with them?’' ‘‘Yes,” said the other a little dejectedly. 
“That’s wonderful,” said Thami with enthusiasm. The func- 
tionary looked at him. “Of course!” Thami cried. “You broke 
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the law. They kneW it. They didn^t dare do anything. You’ve 
won.*’ ‘T suppose that’s true,” said the other after a moment, 
but he was not sure Thami understood what/t was all about. 

Thami opened his eyes. It was five minutes later, although 
lie thought it was an hour or more. She had taken the lamp ; the 
room was in darkness. The patio door was open, and through 
it he could hear the splatter of rain on the tiles. Then he 
realized that the baby was still crying, wearily, pitifully. 

^^Inaal din ” he said savagely under his breath. He jumped 

up in the dark, slid his feet into his slippers, and stumbled out 
into the wet. 

The lamp was in the next room. Kinza had picked the baby 
up and was holding him clumsily while she prepared to nurse 
him. The blood still ran down her face and was dripping 
slowly, regularly, from the end of her chin. It had fallen in 
several places on the baby’s clothing. Thami stepped nearer. 
As he did so, he saw a drop of blood fall square in the infantas 
face, just al 30 V( his lips. A cautious tongue crept out and 
licked it in. Thami was beside himself. '"HachoumaV^ he cried, 
seizing the baby and holding it out of her reach so that it began 
to scream in earnest. He laid it carefully on the floor, got an old 
handkerchief, stood in the doorway for a moment with his 
hand out in the rain, and when the cloth was soaked, he threw 
it to her. She had let blood drip over everything: the matting, 
the cushions, the floor, the brass tray on the tea-table, and 
even, he noted with a shiver of disgust, into one of the tea 
glasses. He picked up the tiny glass and threw it outside, 
heard it smash and tinkle. Now he wanted to get out of the 
house. At each moment it seemed to be raining harder. 
much the worse,” he thought. He would go, anyway. He pulled 
his raincoat down from tbe nail where it hung, put on his 
shoes and, without saying a w^ord, went out of the door into the 
street. Only when he had shut it behind him did he notice that 
there was a violent wind to accompany the downpour. 

It was late. From time to time he met a man hurrying along, 
face hidden under the hood of his djellaba, head bent over, 
eyes on the ground. The streets of Emsallah were unpaved; 
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the mud^y water rati aj^nst him all the wa^ to the boulevard. 
Here a solitary cjautious car moved by ui>der the ram^s on- 
slaught, sounding its horn repeatedly. 

He passed along the Place de France under the low over- 
hanging branches of the live oaks in front of the Ffenah 
Consulate. Neither t^e Caf6 de Paris nor the Brasserie de 
France was open. The city was deserted, the Boulevard Pasteur 
reduced to two converging rows of dim lights leading off into 
the night. It was typical of Europeans, he thought, to lose 
courage and give up all their plans the minute there was a 
chance of getting themselves wet. They were more prudent 
than passionate; their fears were stronger than their desires. 
Most of them had no real desire, apart from that to rflake 
money, which after all is merely a habit. But once they had 
the money they seemed never to use it for a specific object or 
purpose. That was what he found difficult to understand. He 
knew exactly what he wanted, always, and so did his country- 
men. Most of them only wanted three rams to slaughter at Aid 
el Kebir and new clothing for the family at Mouloud and Aid 
es Seghir. It was not much, but it was definite, and they bent 
all their efforts to getting it. Still, he could not think of the mass 
of Moroccans without contempt. He had no patience with 
their ignorance and backwardness^ if he damned the Euro- 
peans with one breath, he was bound to damn the Moroccans 
with the next. No one escaped but him, and that was because 
he hated himself most of all. But fortunately he was unaware 
of that. His dream was to have a small speedboat: it was an 
absolute necessity for the man who hoped to be really 
successful in smuggling. 

Right now he wanted to get to the Cafe Tingis in the Zoco 
Chico and have a coffee with cognac in it. He turned into the 
Siaghines and strode rapidly downhill between the money- 
changers’ stalls, past the Spanish church and the Galeries 
Lafayette. Ahead was the little square, the bright lights of the 
gasoline lamps in the cafes pouring into it from all four sides. 
It could be any hour of the day or night — the caf& would be 
open and crowded with men, the dull murmuring monotone 
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of whose talking fllkd the entire zoco. Uut tonight the square 
was %wept by the^roaring wind. He climbed the steps to the 
deserted terrace and pushed inside, takiig a seat by the 
window. The Tingis dominated the square; from it one could 
^Qok down upon all the other caf^s. Someone had left an 
almost full pack of Chesterfields on the^able. He clapped his 
hands for the waiter, took off his raincoat. He was not very 
dry underneath it : a good deal of water had run down his neck, 
and below his knees he was soaked through. 

The waiter arrived. I’hami gave his order. Pointing at the 
cigarettes he said: “Yours?'’ The waiter looked vaguely 
around the cafe, his forehead wrinkled with confusion, and 
repTied that he thought the table was occupied. At that moment 
a man came out of the washroom and walked toward Thami, 
who dUiuinjtically started to rise in order to sit somewhere 
else. As the man reached the table he made several gestures 
indicating that Thami remain there. “That’s okay, that’s 
okay,” he was saying. “Stay where you are.” 

Thami had learned English as a boy when his father, who 
often had English people of rank staying at the house, had 
insisted he study it. Now he spoke it fairly well, if with a 
rather strong accent. He thanked the man, and accepted a 
cigarette. Then he said: “.Are you English?” It was curious 
that the man should be in this part of the town at this hour, 
particularly with the weather the way it was. 

“No. I’m American.” 

Appraisingly Thami looked at him and asked if he were 
from a boat: he was a little afraid the American was going to 
ask to be directed to a bordel, and he glanced about nervously 
to see if anyone he knew was in the cafe. One rumour he could 
not have circulating was that he had become a guide; in 
Tangier there was nothing lower. 

The man laughed apologetically, saying: “Yeah, I guess you 
could say I’m from a boat. I just got off one, but if you mean 
do I work on one, no.” 

Thami was relieved. “ Y^ou stay in an hotel ? ” he asked. The 
other said he did, looking a little bit on his guard, so that 
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Thami did |iot aak him which hotel it was, a(s he had intended 
to do. 

big is Ti^^ngier ?*’ the man asked Thami. He did not 
know, “Are there many tourists now?“ That he knew. “It's 
very bad. No one comes any more since the war.*' 

“Let's^have a drink^’* the American said suddenly. “Hey, 
there!" He leaned backward looking over his shoulder for the 
waiter. You'll have one, won't you Thami assented. 

He looked at Thami for the first time with a certain warmth. 
“No use sitting here like two bumps on a log. What'll it be.^" 
The waiter approached. Thami still had not decided what 
kind of man this was, what he could afford. “And you?" he 
asked. 

“White Horse." 

“Good," said Thami, having no idea what this might be. 
“For me, too." 

The two men looked at each other. It was the moment when 
they were ready to feel sympathy for one another, but the 
traditional formula of distrust made it necessary that a reason 
be found first. 

“When have you come to Tangier?" asked Thami. 

“Tonight." 

“Tonight, for the first time?" . 

“That's right." 

Thami shook his head. “What a wonderful thing to be an 
American!" he said impetuously. 

“Yes," said Dyar automatically, never having given much 
thought to what it would be like not to be an American. It 
seemed somehow the natural thing to be. 

The whisky came ; they drank it, Thami making a face. Dyar 
ordered another set-up, for which Thami half-heartedly 
offered to pay, quickly slipping his money back into his pocket 
at Dyar's first “no". 

“)ATiat a place, what a place I " said Dyar, shaking his^^head. 
Two men with black beards had just come in, their heads 
wrapped in large turkish towels ; like all the others they were 
completely engrossed in unceasing and noisy conversation. 
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‘‘They sit here talking all night like this? What are they 
talking about? Wljat is there to talk about m long?*’ 

^ What are people talking about in Araerjfca?” said Thami, 
smiling at him. 

‘‘In a bar, usually politics. If they talk. Mostly they just 

drink/* 

“Here, everything: business, girls, politics, neighbours. Or 
what we are talking about now.” 

Dyar drained his glass. “And what arc we talking about?” 
he demanded. “Fm damned if I know.” 

“About them,” Thami laughed and made a wide gesture. 

“You mean they’re talking about us?” 

‘^ome, perhaps.” 

“Have fun, chums,” Dyar called loudly, turning his head 
towaid the others. He looked down at his glass, had difficulty 
in getting it into clear focus. For a second he forgot where he 
was, saw only the empty glass, the same little glass that was 
always waiting to be refilled. His toe muscles were flexing, and 
that meant he was drunk. “Which is the nearest subway?” he 
thought. Then he stretched his legs out in front of him 
voluptuously and laughed. “Jesus!” he cried. “Fm glad to be 
here!” He looked around the dingy bar, heard the meaning- 
less chatter, and felt a wave of doubt break over him, but he 
held firm. “God knows where this is, but Fd rather be here 
than there!” he insisted. The sound of the words being 
spoken aloud made him feel more sure; leaning back, he 
looked up at the shadows moving on the high yellow ceiling. 
He did not see the badly dressed youth with the sly expression 
who came in the door and began to walk directly toward the 
table. “And I mean it, too,” he said, suddenly sitting upright 
and glaring at Thami, who looked startled. 

The first Dyar knew of his presence was when Thami 
grudgingly responded to his greeting in Arabic. He glanced 
up, saw the young man looking down at him in a vaguely 
predatory fashion, and immediately took a dislike to him. 

“Hello, mister.” The youth grinned, widely enough to 
show which of his teeth were of gold and which were not. 
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“ Hello, ^’i!eplie4 I>yar apathetically. 

Thaml said somethiiig in Arabic; pounded truculent 
The youth paidUo attention, but seized a chair and dteu 
it up to the table, keeping his eyes fixed*on Dyar, ** Spickir 
anglish you like wan hleddy goD<f souiima yah 
he said. 

Ttemi 4ooked around the bar uncomfortably, relaxing 
somewhat when he sa^w no one watching the table at the 
moment. 

‘‘Now,” said Dyar, “just start all over again and take your 
time. What was that ? ” 

The youth glared at him, spat. “You no spickin anglish?” 
“Not that kind, buddy.’’ 

“He wants vou to go and see a film,” explained Thami. 
“But don’t go.” 

“What? At this hour?” cried Dyar. “He’s nuts.” 

“They show them late because they are forbidden by the 
police,” said Thami, looking as though the whole idea were 
highly distasteful to him. 

“Why? What kind of movies are they?” Dyar was be- 
ginning to be interested. 

“Very bad. You kno\v.” Since Thami had the Arab’s 
utter incomprehension of the meaning of pornography, he 
imagined .that the police had placed the ban on obscene 
films because these infringed upon Christian doctrine at 
certain specific points, in which case any Christian might be 
expected to show interest, if only to disapprove. He found it 
not at all surprising that Dyar should want to know about 
them, although he himself was as totally indifferent as he 
would have expected Dyar to be had they treated of the ques- 
tion as to whether the pilgrim at Mecca should run around 
the Ka&ba clockwise or counter-clockwise. At the same time, 
their being prohibited made them disreputable, and he was 
for having nothing to do with them. 

“They are very expensive and you see nothing,” he said. 
The young man did not understand Thami’s words, but he 
knew the drift of his argument, and he was displeased. He 
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spat more vehemently ^d catefijilly avoided tupung his head 
in his direction. 

*' WeU, you muk see something, at lea^/' objected Dyar 
with logic. Let’s* get this straight,” heiaid to the youth. 
\How much?” He got no reply. The youth looked confused; 
he was trying to decide how far above tfefe usual tariff he could 
safely go. “CA’Aa/?” pursued Thami. “How much? The 
man says how much. Tell him.” 

Miehtsain'' 

Achrine duro^" said Thami sternly, as if he were correcting 
him. They argued a while. Presently Thami announced 
triumphantly: “You can go for one hundred pesetas.” 
ThSn he glanced about the bar and his face darkened. “But 
it’s no good. I advise you, don't go. It’s very late. Why don’t 
you go to bed ? I will w^alk with you to your hotel.” 

Dyar looked at him and laughed lightly. “Listen, my 
friend. You don’t have to come anywTere. Nobody said you 
had to come. Don’t w'orry about me.” Thami studied his 
face a second to see If he w^ere angr}, decided he was not, and 
said: “Oh, no!” There was no question of leaving the 
American to wander off into Benider wdth the pimp. Even 
though he would have liked more than anything at the moment 
to go home and sleep, and despite the fact that the last thing 
he wanted was to be seen in the street at this hour with a 
foreigner and this particular young man, he felt responsible 
for Dyar and determined not to let him out of his sight until 
he had got him to his hotel door. “Oh, no!” he said. “Til go 
with you.” 

“Suit yourself.” 

They rose and the youth followed them out onto the terrace. 
Dyar’s clothes were still w^ct and he w inced wdien the wind’s 
blast struck him. He asked if it were far; Thami conferred 
with the other and said that it w^as a two-minute w^alk. The 
rain had lessened. They crossed the Zoco, took a few turn- 
ings through streets that were like corridors in an old hotel, 
and stopped in the dimness before a high grilled door. 
Thami peered uneasily up and down the deserted alley as the 
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youth hammered with' the knocker, but there wa$ no one to 
see them. 

"'When you were only startin* to to kindergarten — 

sang Dyar, not %ry loud. But Thami ' gripped his arm, 
terrified. "^No, nol ’^e whispered. “The police P' The song 
had echoed in the quW interior of the street. 

“Jesus' Christ! So we're going to see a dirty movie. So 
what?** But he did not ?ing again. 

They waited. Eventually there were faint sounds within. A 
mulBed voice spoke on the other side of the door, and the 
youth answered. When the grill opened there was nothing at 
all to see but the blackness inside. Then a figure stepj)ed 
from behind the door, and at the same time there came an 
odour which was a combination of cau-de-Cologne, tooth- 
paste and perspiration. The figure turned a flashlight in their 
faces, ordered the young man with them, in broken Spanish, 
to fetch a lamp, and shut the grill behind them. For a 
moment they all stood without moving in complefb darkness. 
Thami coughed nervously; the sharp sound reverberated 
from wall to wall. When the young man appeared carrying 
the lamp, the figure in white retired silently into a side room, 
and the three started up a flight of stairs. At the top, in a 
doorway, stood a fat man with a greyish complexion; he wore 
pyjamas and held a hand that was heavy with rings in front 
of his* mouth to cover his yawns. The air up here was stiflF 
with the smell of stale incense; the dead smoke clogged the 
hall. 


The fat man addressed them in Spanish. Between words he 
wheezed. When he discovered that Dyar spoke only English 
he stopped, bowed, and said: “Good night, sir. Come these 
way, please." In a small room there were a few straight- 
backed chairs facing a blank wall where a canvas screen hung 
crookedly. On each side of the screen was a high potted palm. 
“Sit, please," he said, and stood above them breathing 
heavily. To Dyar he said; “We have one off the men with 
ladies, one from prists-nuns, and one boys altogether, sir. 
Very beautiful. All not wearing the clothing. You love, sir. 
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You can lootkin^ ail ^ee these with one combination price, 
yes. Sir wishing three, sir?" 

“No. Let’s ^ the nuns.” 

“Yes, sir. Spahish gentleman liking ]Q|bns. Taking always 
,the nu^ Very beautiful. Excuse.” 

He went out, and presently was heaifl talking in an adjoin- 
ing room. Dyar lit a cigarette ; Thami yawned widely. “ You 
ought to have gone to bed,” said Dy^r. 

“Oh, no! I will go with you to your hotel.’’ 

Dyar exploded. “Goddam it, I’m not going to my hotel! 
Can’t you get that through your head? It’s not so hard to 
understand. When I get through here I’ll go somewhere else, 
hJve another drink, maybe a little fun, I don’t know. I don’t 
know what I’ll be doing. But I won’t be going to the hotel. 
See?” 

‘it dot Mi’t matter,” said Thami calmly. 

They were quiet for a moment, before Dyar pursued in a 
conciliatory tone: “You sec, I’ve been on a ship for a week. 
I’m not sleep*'. But you’ie sleepy. Why don’t you go on home 
and call it a night?” 

Thami was resolute. “Oh, no! I can’t do that. It would be 
very bad. I will take you to your hotel. Whenever you go.” 
He sat as low as the chair permitted and closed his eyes, 
letting his head fall slowly forward. The projector and film 
were brought and installed by another man in pyjamas, 
equally fat but with a full, old-fashioned moustache. By the 
time the whirring of the machine had started and the screen 
was lighted up, Thami’s immobility and silence had passed 
over into the impetuously regular breathing of the sleeper. 


IV 

There had been a minor volcanic eruption in the Canaries. 
For several days the Spanish had been talking about it; the 
event had been given great prominence in the newspaper 
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EspoHa, aod inany ft those who Md i^latives there had been 
ra^iving rea^uri^g telegrams. On the disturbance everyone 
blamed the sultry weatheti the breathless air and the greyish 
yellow light which^^ad hung above the city for the past two 
days. 

Eunice Goode hasher own maid whom she paid by the 
day— a slovenly Spanish girl who came in at noon and did 
extra work the hotel servants could not be expected to do, 
such as keeping her clothes pressed and in order, running 
errands, and cleaning the bathroom daily. The girl had been 
full of news of the volcano that morning and had chattered 
on about it, much to Eunice’s annoyance, for she had decided 
she was in a working mood. '' Silencio!"' she had finally crifid; 
she had a thin, high voice which was quite incongruous with 
her robust appearance. The girl stared at her and then giggled. 
“Tm working,” Eunice explained, looking as preoccupied as 
she could. The girl giggled again. “Anyway,” she went on, 
*‘this bad weather is simply the little winter ^arriving.” 
‘*They say it’s the volcano,” the girl insisted. There was the 
little winter first, thus termed only because it was shorter, and 
then the big winter, the long rainy season which comes two 
months or so afterward. They both made dim days, wet feet 
and boredom; those who could escaped southward, but 
Eunice disliked movement of any kind. Now that she was in 
contact with what she called the inner reality, she scarcely 
minded whether the sun shone or not. 

The girl was in the bathroom laundering some under- 
things; she sang shrilly as she sloshed them about in the wash- 
basin. *‘Jesus!” moaned Eunice after a moment. “Conchita,” 
she called. said the girl. “ I want you to go and buy 

a lot of flowers in the market. Immediately.” She gave her a 
hundred pesetas and sent her out in order to have solitude for 
a half-hour. She did not go out herself much these days; she 
spent most of her time lying in her bed. It was wide and the 
room was spacious. From her fortress of pillows she could see 
the activity of the small boats in the inner port, and she found 
it just enough of a diversion to follow with her eyes when she 
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looked np ir0m her writing. She began her day with gin, 
continuing with Went to sleep at night When she 

had first conic to Tangier she had drunk less and gone out 
more. Daytimes shfe had sunbathed on heybalconyf evenings 
%he had gone from bar to bar, mixing hy drinks and having 
eventtialiy to be accompanied to the enhance of her hotel by 
some disreputable individual who usually tried to take what- 
ever small amount of money was left jn the handbag she wore 
slung over her shoulder. But she never went out carrying more 
than she minded losing. The sunbathing had been stopped by 
the hotel management, because one day a Spanish lady had 
looked (with some difficulty) over the concrete partition that 
sepTirated her balcony from the adjoining one, and had seen 
her massive pink body stretched out in a deckchair with 
notbinr to cover it. There had been an unpleasant scene with 
the manager, who would have put her out if she had not been 
the most important single source of revenue for the hotel: she 
had all her meals served in bed and her door was always 
unlocked so th^ waiters could get in with drinks and bowls of 
ice. ‘Tt’s just as well,'’ she said to herself. “Sun is anti- 
thought. Lawrence was right.” A.nd now she found that lying 
in bed she drank more evenly; when night came she no longer 
had the urge to rush through the streets, to to be every- 
where at once for fear she would miss what was going to 
happen. The reason for this of course was that by evening she 
was too drunk to move very much, but it was a pleasant 
drunkenness, and it did not stop her from filling the pages of 
her notebooks with words — sometimes even with ideas- 
Volcanoes angered her. The talk about this one put her in 
mind of a scene from her own childhood. She had been on a 
boat with her parents, going from Alexandria to Genoa. 
Early one morning her fariier had knocked on the door of the 
cabin where she and her mother slept, calling excitedly for 
them to go immediately on deck. More asleep than awake they 
arrived there to find him pointing wildly at Stromboli* The 
mountain was vomiting flames and lava poured down its 
flanks, already crimson with the rising sun. Her mother had 
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Stared ap install and then in a voice made’ hoarse by fury she 
bad cried out oaiie word: *‘Dis--^f*wriiigr* turijied on her heel 
and taken Eunice below. In retrospect ^ow, although ’ she 
still could see h<l^ father’s crest-fallen f&ce, she shared her 
mother’s indignatW. 

She lay back, cloYed her eyes, and thought a bit. Presently 
she opened them and wrote: “There is something in the silly 
human mind that resp^jnds beautifully to the idea of rarity — 
especially rarity of conditions capable of producing a given 
phenomenon. The less likely a thing is to happen, the more 
wonderful it seems when it does, no matter how useless or 
even harmful it may be. I'he fact of its having happened 
despite the odds makes it a precious event. It had no right to 
occur, yet it did, and one can only blindly admire the chain of 
circumstances that caused the impossible to come to pass.” 

On reading over the paragraph she noted with a certain 
satisfaction that although it had been meant with reference to 
the volcano, it also had a distinct bearing upon ker personal 
life at that moment. She was still a little awed by what seemed 
to her the incredible sequence of coincidences which had made 
it suddenly possible for her to be happy. A strange thing had 
happened to her about a fortnight back. She had awakened 
one bright morning and made a decision to take daily exercise 
of some sort. (She was constantly making decisions of one 
sort or another, each of which she was confident was going to 
revolutionize her life.) The exercise would be mentally 
stimulating and would help her to reduce. Accordingly she 
had donned an old pair of slacks which were too small 
around the waist to be fastened, and set out for the top of the 
Casbah. She went through the big gate and, using her cane, 
climbed down the steep path to the long dirty beach below 
where only Arabs bathed. 

From there she had followed the coastline to the west, 
along the foot of the Casbah’s lower buildings, past the stretch 
where all the sewers emptied and the stink was like a solid 
object in the air, to a further rocky beach which was more or 
less^deserted. And here an old Arab fisherman had stopped her, 
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holding forth a siwall piece, of paper, and asked her with 
great serionsneas ip his halting Spanish to itad him what was 
written on it. 

It said: ‘‘Will the finder kindly comirmnicate with C. J. 
Vumett, Esq., 52 Ashurst Road, Nort^Finchley, London, 
England; April 12, 1949.” She translate/ the request, indicat- 
ing the address, and could not restrain herself from asking 
him where he had got the paper. 

“Bottle in water,” he replied, pointing to the smaH waves 
that broke near their feet. Then he asked her what he 
should do. “Write the man, if you like,” she said, about 
to go on. 

Yes, mused the old man, stroking his beard, he must write 
him, of course. But how, since he couldn^t write ? “ A friend,” 
she lie looked at her searchingly and in a hesitant voice 
asked her if she would do it. She laughed. “Fm going for a 
walk,” she said, pointing up the beach away from the town. 
“Perhaps When I come back.” And she started walking again, 
leaving the old man stinding there, holding his bit of paper^ 
staring after her. 

She had forgotten the incident by the time she arrived back 
at the same spot, but there was the fisherman sitting on a rock 
in his rags, looking anxiojusly toward her as she approached. 
“Now you write it?” he said. “But I have no paper,” she 
objected. This was the beginning of a long episode in which 
he followed her at a distance of a few paces, all the way back 
along the shore, up the side hill and through the Casbah from 
one bacal to another in quest of an envelope and a sheet of 
paper. 

When they had finally found a shopkeeper able to provide 
them with the two objects, she tried to pay for them, but the 
old man proudly laid his uwn coins on the counter and handed 
hers back to her. By then she thought the whole incident rather 
fun ; it would make an amusing story to tell her friends. But she 
also felt in need of an immediate drink, and so she refused his 
invitation to go into a neighbouring Arab cafe for tea, ex- 
plaining that she must sit in a European cafe in order to write 
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the letter for him projjcrly. **I>o you know one near here?’" 
she asked him; hoped they would not need to tesort to one 
of the the Zoco CiUco, to reach whiih they would have 

to go down steep ^treets and innumerable steps. He led her 
along several extremely narrow alleys^ where the shade wasd 
blessing ^ifter the n^day sun, to a small dingy place called 
Bar Lucifer. An extremely fat woman sat behind the counter 
reading a French movi<^ magazine. Eunice ordered a gin and 
the old man had a gaseosa. She wrote the letter quickly, in the 
first person, saying she had found the bottle off Ras el Ihud, 
near Tangier, and was writing as requested, signing herself 
Abdelkader ben Said ben Mokhtar and giving his address. The 
fisherman thanked her profusely and went off to post*1the 
letter^ first having insisted on paying for his gaseosa; she, 
however, stayed on and had several more gins. 

The fat woman began to take an interest in her. Apparently 
she was not used to having women come into the bar, and this 
large foreigner who wore trousers and drank like a man aroused 
her curipsity. In French she asked Eunice a few questions 
about herself. Not being of a confiding nature, Eunice an- 
swered by improvising falsehoods, as she always did in similar 
circumstances. Then she countered with her own queries. The 
woman was only too eager to reply: she was Greek, her name 
was Madame Papaconstante, she had been eleven years in 
Tangifer, the bar was a recent acquisition and had a few rooms 
in the back which were at the disposal of clients w^ho required 
them. Presently Eunice thanked her and paid, promising to 
return that evening. She considered the place a discovery, 
because she was sure none of her friends knew about it. 

At night the Bar Lucifer was quite a different matter. There 
were two bright gasoline lamps burning, so that the posters 
announcing bulls in San Roque and Melilla were visible, the 
little radio was going, and three Spaniards in overalls sat at 
the bar drinking beer. Madame Papaconstante, heavily made 
up and wearing an orange chiffon dress, walked to welcome 
her, her gold teeth glowing as she smiled. Behind the bar stood 
two Spanish girls with cheap permanent waves. Pretending to 
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be following the^^en’s conversation, they simpered when the 
men laughed. 

‘^Are they yourfdaughters?"* asked Eunice. Madame Papa- 
constantc ^id with some force that they were not. Then she 
Vxplained that they served at the bar and^cted as hostesses in 
the private rooms. A third girl stuck ^r head through the 
beaded curtain in the doorway that led^nto the back; she was 
very young and extraordinarily pretyy. She stared at Eunice 
for a moment in some surprise before she came out and walked 
across to the entrance door. 

Who’s that?” said Eunice. 

Afille indigene, said Madame Papaconstante, an Arab girl 
wHb worked for her. “Ver>' intelligent. She speaks English,” 
she added. The girl turned and smiled at them, an unexpected 
smile, warming as a sudden ray of strong sunlight on a cloudy 
day. 

‘‘She’s a delightful creature,” said Eunice. She stepped to 
the bar and ordered a gin. Madame Papaconstante followed 
with difficulty nd stood at the end beaming, her fleshy hands 
spread out flat on the bar so that her numerous rings flashed. 

“Won’t you have something?” suggested Eunice. 

Madame Papaconstante looked astonished. It was an 
unusual evening in the Bar Lucifer when someone offered her 
a drink. ''Je prendrais bien tin machaquito'^ she said, closing 
her eyes slowly and opening them again. They took their 
drinks to a small rickety table against the wall and sat down. 
The Arab girl stood in the doorway looking out into the dark, 
occasionally exchanging a w ord with a passerby. 

^^Hadija, ven acd^^ called Madame Papaconstante. The girl 
turned and walked lightly to their table, smiling. Madame 
Papaconstante took her hand and told her to speak some Eng* 
lish to the lady. 

“You spikin English?” said the girl. 

“Yes, of course. Would you like a drink?” 

“I spikin. What you drink?” 

“ Oih.” Eunice held up her glass, already nearly empty. The 
girl made a grimace of disgust. 
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'‘Ah no I like wan Coca-Cola/^ 

“Of She ca^ikght tte ^ye of one of the girls at the 

bar, and shduted to hers “ Vna Ccwra-Co/a, hn macj^quito y un 
gin!** HadUja went to the bar to fetch tfie drinks, 

“She^s exqnisiteA* said Eunice quickly to Madame Papa 
constante. '\Where you find her ? *' 

“Oh, for many years she has been playing in the street here 
with the other children. It’s a poor family.’’ 

/When she returned to the table with the glasses Eunice 
suggested she should sit with them, but she pretended not to 
hear, and backed against the wall to remain there looking calmly 
down at them. There was a desultory conversation for twenty 
minutes or a half-hour, during which Eunice ordered several 
more gins. She was beginning to feel very well; she turned to 
Madame Papaconstante. ‘‘Would you think me rude if I sat 
with her alone for a bit } I should like to talk with her.^’ 

“pa va” said Madame Papaconstante. It was unusual, but 
she saw no reason to object. 

“She is absolutely ravishing,” added Eunice, flinging her 
cigarette across the room so that it landed in the alley. She 
rose, put her arm around the girl, and said to her in English: 
“Have another Coca-Cola and bring it inside, into one of the 
rooms.” She gestured. “Let’s sit in there where it’s private.*’ 
This suggestion, however, outraged Madame Papaconst- 
ahte. nonr' she cried vehemently. “Those rooms are for 
gentlemen.” 

Eunice was unruffled. Since to her mind her aims were 
always irreproachable, she rarely hesitated before trying to 
attain them. “Come along, then,” she said to the girl. “We’ll 
go to my hotel.” She let go of Hadija and stepped to the bar, 
fumbling in her handbag for money. While she was paying, 
Madame Papaconstante got slowly to her feet, wheezing 
painfully. 

“ She works here, vous savez ! ” she shouted. “ She is not free 
to come and go.” As an afterthought she added: “She owes 
me money.” 

Eunice turned and placed several banknotes in her hand, 
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closing the fingers over them gently. The girls behind the bar 
watched, their eyes shining. 

"^Bansotr^ Madaine^"' she said with warmth. An expression 
of great earnestness spread over her face as she went on; “I 
dan never thank you enough. It has been a charming evening. 
I shall stop by tomorrow and see you. ,1 have a little gift I 
should like to bring you.'’ 

Madame Papaconstante’s large moi/h was open, the words 
which had intended to come out icmained inside. She let her 
gaze drop for a second to her hand, saw the corners of two of 
the bills, and slowdy closed her mouth. ‘‘Ah,” she said. 

“You must forgive me for having taken up so much of your 
timfi,” Eunice continued. “ I know you are busy. But you have 
been very kind. Thank you.” 

By now Madame Papaconstante had regained control of 
heiself. “Not '^t all,” she said. “It was a real pleasure for 
me.” 

During this dialogue Iladija had remained unmoving by the 
door, her eyes da ' ting back and forth from Pmnice's face to that 
of her paironne, in an attempt to follow the meaning of their 
words. Now, having decided that Eunice had won in the 
encounter, she smiled tentatively at her. 

“Good night,” said Eunice again to Madame Papacon- 
stante. She waved brightly at the girls behind the bar. The 
men looked around for the first time, then resumed their talk. 
Eunice took lladija’s arm and they went out into the dark 
street. Madame Papaconstante came to the door, leaned out, 
saying softly: “If she does not behave herself you will tell me 
tomorrow.” 

“Oh, she will. I'm certain,” said Eunice, squeezing the girl’s 
arm. Merci mille fois, madcune. Bonne nuit.'' 

“What she sigh you?” demanded Iladija. 

“She said you were a very nice girl.” 

“Sure. Very fine.” She slipped ahead, since there was not 
room for them to walk abreast. 

“Don’t go too fast,” said Eunice, panting from her attempt 
to keep up with her. When they came out on to the crest of the 
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hill at Amrah^ she said: ‘'Wait, Hadija/’ and leaned against 
the wall. It wasia moment she wanted to savour. She was 
suddenly conscious erf the world outside herself--not' as 
merely a thing that was there and belonged to other people, but 
as something in which she almost felt she could share. Pbr th& 
first thne sjie smelled the warm odour of fulfilment on the 
evening air, heard t™ nervous beating of drums on the ter- 
races with something \J>esides indifference. She let her eyes 
range down over the city and saw clearly in the moonlight the 
minaret on the summit of the Charf with its little black cypress 
tre^ around it. She pounded her cane on the pavement with 
pleasure, several times. “I insist too hard on living my own 
life,” she thought. The rest of the world was there for h6r to 
take at any moment she wished it, but she always rejected it in 
favour of her own familiar little cosmos. Only sometimes as 
she came out of sleep did she feel she was really in life, but that 
was merely because she had not had time to collect her 
thoughts, to become herself once more. 

"What a beautiful night,” she said dreamily. “Come and 
stand here a minute.” Hadija obeyed reluctantly. Eunice 
grasped her arm again. “Listen to the drums.” 

'*Drbouka, Women make.” 

“Aha.” She smiled mysteriously, following with her eye the 
faint line of the mountains, range beyond range, blue in the 
night’s clarity. She did not hope Hadija would be able to share 
her sensations; she asked only that the girl act as a catalyst for 
her, making it possible for her to experience them in their pure 
state. As a mainspring for her behaviour there was always the 
aching regret for a vanished innocence, a nostalgia for the early 
years of life. Whenever a possibility of happiness presented 
itself, through it she sought to reach again that infinitely dis- 
tant and tender place, her lost childhood. And in Hadija’s 
simple laughter she divined a prospect of return. 

The feeling had persisted through the night. She exulted to 
find she had been correct. At daybreak, while Hadija was still 
asleep beside her, she sat up and wrote in her notebook: “A 
quiet moment in the early morning. The pigeons have just 
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begun to murmur outside the window. There is no wind. 
Sexuality is primarily a matter of imagination, I am sure. 
People who live imthe warmer climates have very little of it, 
and so society there can allow a wide moral latitude in the 
Customs. Here are the healthiest personalities. In temperate 
regions it is quite a different matter. Thy imagination’s fertile 
activity must be curtailed by a strict ccAc of sexual behaviour 
which results in crime and depravity. Imok at the great cities of 
the world. Almost all of them are in the temperate zone.” She 
let her eyes rest a moment on the harbour below. The still 
water was like blue glass. Moving cautiously so as not to wake 
Hadija, she poured herself a small amount of gin from the 
nearly empty bottle on the night tabic, and lit a cigarette. “But 
of course all cities are points of infection, like decayed teeth. 
The hypers^ifsitivity of urban culture (its only virtue) is largely 
a reaction to pain. Tangier has no urban culture, no pain. I 
believe it never will have. The nerve will never be exposed.” 

She still felt an itch of regret at not having been allowed to 
go into a back room of the Bar Lucifer w^ith Hadija. That 
would have given her a certain satisfaction — in her eyes it 
would have been a pure act. Perhaps another time, when she 
and Madame Papaconstante had come to know^ each other 
better, it w^ould be possibl.e. 

Not until Hadija aw oke did she telephone dowm for break- 
fast. It gave her great pleasure to see the girl, w’earing a pair of 
her pyjamas, sitting up crosslegged in the bed daintily eating 
buttered toast with a knife and fork, to show^ that she knew how 
to manage those Western accessories. She sent her home 
a little before noon, so she would not be there when the Spanish 
maid arrived. In the afternoon she called at the Bar Lucifer 
with a small bottle of perfume for Madame Papaconstante. 
Since then almost every otiier night she had brought Hadija 
back with her to the hotel. She had never seen the old fisher- 
man again — she could hardly expect to see him unless she 
returned to the beach, and she was not likely to do that. She 
had forgotten about getting exercise; her life was too much 
occupied at the moment with Hadija for her to be making 
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resolutions and dedsions for improving it. She taxed her 
imaginative pow^ devising ways of amusing her^ finding 
pkces to fyke her, choosing gifts that fivould please Her. 
Faintly she was conscious through all tHis that it vifas she 
herself Who was enjoying these things, that Hadija merely 
accompanied her and accepted the presents with something 
akin to apathy. But thk^ made no difference to her. 

When she was happy she invariably invented a reason for 
not being able to remain so. And now, to follow out her 
pattern, she allowed an idea to occur to her which counter- 
acted all her happiness. She had made an arrangement with 
Maikine Papaconstantc whereby it was agreed that on the 
nights when Hadija did not go with her to the Mctropole she 
was to remain at home with her parents. Madame Papacon- 
stante had assured her that the girl did not even put in 
appearance at the bar those evenings, and up until now Eunice 
had not thought to question the truth of her statements. But 
today, when Conchita returned from the market with her arms 
full of flow'ers, notwithstanding the fact that Hadija had left 
the room only three hours before and did not expect to return 
until tomorrow night, Eunice suddenly decided she wanted 
her back again that same evening. She would get her some 
very sf^cial gift in the Rue du Statut, and they would have a 
little extra 'celebration, surrounded by the lilies and poin- 
s^tdas. She would go to the Bar Lucifer and have Madame 
Papaconstantc send someone to fetch her. 

It was at this moment that the terrible possibility 
struck her: what if she found Hadija in the bar.^ If she did, 
it could only mean that she had been there all along, that the 
parent story was a lie, that she lived in one of the rooms behind 
the bar, perhaps. (She was working up to the climax.) Then 
the place was a true bordel, in which case — it had to be faced — 
there was a likelihood that Hadija was entertaining the male 
customers in bed on those other nights. 

The idea stirred her to action : she threw her notebook on to 
the floor and jumped out of bed with a violence that shook the 
room and startled Conchita. When she had dressed she 
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wanted to start out immediately for the Bar Lucifer, but she 
reflected On the uselessness of such a procedure. She must 
wait until night an^ catch Hadija in flagrante deSctu, By now 
there was no room m her tnind for doubt. She was convinced 
that Madame Papaconstante had been deceiving her. Assailed 
by memories of former occasions when she had been trusting 
and complacent only to discover th^ her happiness had 
rested wholly on falsehoods, she was a/ too ready this time to 
seek out the deception and confront it. 

As the afternoon advanced toward evening she grew more 
restless, pacing back and forth from one side of the room to the 
other, again and again going out on to the balcony and looking 
toward the harbour without seeing it. She even forgot to walk 
up to the Rue du Statut for Iladija’s present. A black cloud 
gatheicd above the harbour and twilight passed swiftly into 
night. Gusts of rain-laden wind blew across the balcony into 
the room. She shut the door and decided, since she was 
dressed, to go downstairs for dinner rather than have it in bed. 
The orchestra and the other diners would help to keep her 
mind occupied. She could not hope to find Hadija at the bar 
before half-past nine. 

When she got downstairs it was too early for dinner. There 
was no electricity tonight; candles burned in the corridors and 
oil lamps in the public rooms. She went into the bar and was 
engaged in conversation by an elderly retired captain from the 
British Army, who insisted on buying her drinks. This 
annoyed her considerably because she did not feel free to 
order as many as she wanted. The old gentleman drank 
slowly and reminisced at ! uigth about the Far East. ^‘Oh 
God Oh God Oh God!’’ she said to herself. “Will he ever 
shut up and will it ever be eight-thirty ?” 

As usual the meal was execrable. However, eating in the 
dining-room she at least found the food hot, whereas by the 
time it reached her bed it generally had ceased being even 
warm. Between orchestral numbers she could hear the wind 
roaring outside, and the rain streamed down the long French 
windows of the dining-room. “I shall get soaked,” she 
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thought, but the prospect was in no way a deterrent. On the 
contrary, the stom rather added to the drama in which she 
was convinced she was about to participate. She ^uld plod 
through the wet streets, find Hadija, there would be an awful 
scene^ perhaps a chase through the gale up into a forsakeh 
comer oi^the Casbah or to some solitary rock far out aboye the 
strait. And then wou\d come the reconciliation in the windy 
darkness, the admissiohs and the promises, and eventually the 
smiles. But this time she would bring her back to the Metro- 
pole for good. 

After she had finished eating she went up to her room, 
changed into slacks, and slipped into a raincoat. Her hands 
were trembling with excitement. The air in the room seemed 
weighted down with the thick sweetness of the lilies. The 
candle flames waved back and forth as she moved about in 
haste, and the shadows of the flowers crouched, leapt to the 
ceiling, returned. From a drawer in one of her trunks she took 
a large flashlight. She stepped out, closing the door behind her. 
The candles went on burning. 


V 

^T LOOKED LIKE a bright spring day. The sun shone on the 
laurel that lined the garden path where Sister Inez strolled, 
clutching her breviary. Until she arrived at the fountain 
her long black skirts hid the fact that she was barefoot. It was 
the sort of garden whose air one would expect to be weighted 
with the sweet smell of jasmin, and although they did ,not 
appear, one could imagine birds twittering and rustling their 
wings with nervous delight in the shadow of the bushes. 
Sister Inez stretched forth one shining foot and touched the 
water in the basin; the sky glimmered whitely. From the 
btishes Father Jose watched, his eyes bright as he followed the 
two little feet moving one behind the other through the dear 
Water. Suddenly Sister Inez undid her cowl, which was 
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fastened with a snap-hook under her chin: her black tresses 
fell over her shoulders. With a second brusque gesture she 
unhooked her ganMnts all the way down (it was remarkably 
easy), opened them wide, and turned to reveal a plump 
young white body. A moment later she had tossed l^r ap- 
parel upon a marble bench and was standing there quite 
naked, still holding her little black teok and her rosary. 
Father Josh’s eyes opened much wider and his gaze turned 
heavenw’^ards : he was praying for the strength to resist 
temptation. In fact, the words pidiendo el amparo diving 
appeared in print across the sky, and remained there, shaking 
slightly, for several seconds. What followed was not a surprise 
to I?yar, since he had not expected the divine aid to be 
forthcoming nor was he startled when a moment later three 
other iieanc\ young nuns made their entrances from as many 
different directions to join the busy couple in the fountain, 
thus making the pas de deux into an ensemble number. 

Subsequently the scene of activities was shifted to an altar 
in a nearby church. Dyar, sensing that the frenzy of this 
episode announced the imminent end of the film, nudged 
Thami and offered him a cigarette which, after awakening 
with a jolt, he accepted automatically and allowed to be lighted. 
By the time he w as really conscious the images had come to an 
abrupt finish and the screen w^as a blinding square of light. 
Dyar paid the first fat man, who stood in the hallway still 
yawning, and they went downstairs. “If two gentlemen 

wishing room one hour ” the fat man began, calling 

after them. Thami shouted something up at him in Spanish; 
the young man let them out into the empty street where the 
wind blew. 

When Eunice Goode stepped into the little bar she was 
disappointed to see that Hadija was not in sight. She w^alked 
up to the counter, looking fixedly at the girl w ho stood behind 
it, and noted with pleasure the uneasiness her sudden 
appearance was causing in the latter’s behaviour. The girl 
made an absurd attempt to smile, and slowly backed against 
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the wall> not averting her ga^e from Eunice Goode's face. 
And) indeed) the rich foreign lady'^ mien was rather for- 
nudable: Bter {»lump cheeks were suffused with red, she was 
l^anting) and under lifer heavy brows her cold eyes moved 
with a fierce gleam. 

** Where is everyone?” she demanded abruptly. 

The glH began to stammer in Spanish that she did not know, 
that she thought they\vere out that way. Then she made for 
the end of the bar and tried to slip around it to get to the door 
that led back to the other rooms. Eunice Goode pushed her 
with her cane. ‘‘Give me a gin,” she said. Reluctantly the 
gk*! returned to where the bottles were and poured out a 
drink. There were no customers. 

She emptied the glass at one gulp, and, leaving the girl 
staring after her in dismay, walked through the beaded 
curtain, feeling ahead of her with the tip of her cane, for the 
hallway was dark. 

*^Madame!” cried the girl loudly from behind her. 
“Madame!” 

On the right a door opened. Madame Papaconstante, in an 
embroidered Chinese kimono, stepped into the hall. When she 
saw Eunice Goode she gave an involuntary start. Recovering, 
she smiled feebly and walked toward her uttering a series of 
voluble salutations which, as she was delivering them, did not 
'prevent the visitor from noticing that her hostess was not 
only blocking the way to further progress down the hall, but 
was actually pushing her firmly back toward the bar. And 
standing in the bar she talked on. 

“What weather! What rain! I was caught in it at dinner- 
time. All my clothes soaking! You see.” She glanced down- 
ward at her attire. “I had to change. My dress is drying 
before the heater. Maria will iron it for me. Come and have a 
drink with me. I did not expect you tonight. C'est un plaisir 
mattendu. Ah, yes, madame.” She frowned furiously at the 
girL “Sit down here,” said Madame Papaconstante, “and I 
shall serve you myself. Now, what are we having tonight?” 

When she saw Eunice finally seated at the little table she 
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heaved a sigh of rfilief and rubbed her enormous flabby arms 
nervously, so that her bracelets clinked together. Eunice 
watched her discomfiture v^th grim enjoyment. 

“Listen to the ^in,” said Madame Papaconstante, tilting 
her head toward the street. Still Eunice did not answer. 
“The fool,** she was thinking. “The poor old goddam 
fool.** 

“What are you having?*’ she said' suddenly, with such 
violence that Madame Papaconstante looked into her eyes 
terrified, not quite sure she had not said something else. 
“Oh, me!” she laughed. “I shall take a machaquito as 
always.” 

“Sit down,” said Eunice. The girl brought the drinks, and 
Madame Papaconstante, after casting a brief worried glance 
toward the street, sank onto a chair opposite Eunice Goode. 

They I- *vvo drinks apiece while they talked vaguely 
about the wei^Uner. A beggar crawled through the door, 
moving forw’ard by lifting himself on his hands, leaned 
against the w’all, and with expressive gestures indicated his 
footless lower liinos, twisted like the stumps of a mangrove 
root. He w’as drenched with rain. 

“Make him go away!” cried Eunice. “I can’t bear to see 
deformed people. Give him something and get rid of him. I 
hate the sight of suffering.” Since Madame Papaconstante 
did not move, she felt in her handbag and tossed a note to the 
man, who thrust his body forw^ard with a reptilian movement 
and seized it. She knew perfectly well that one did not give 
such large sums to beggars, but the Bar Lucifer was a place 
where the feeling of power that money gave her wras aug- 
mented to an extent which made the getting rid of it an act of 
irresistible voluptuousness. Madame Papaconstante shud- 
dered inwardly as she watched the price of ten drinks being 
snatched up by the clawlike hand. Vaguely she recognized 
Eunice’s gesture as one of hostility toward her; she cast a 
resentful glance at the strange woman sprawled out opposite 
her, thinking that God had made an error in allowing a 
person like that to have so much money. 
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Up to heir wrival Etini^ had fully intended to ask in a 
straightforward &shion whether or not Hadija was there, but 
now such a course seemed inadvisable. Jf, she were in the 
establishment, eventimlly she would nave to come out 
through the front room, since the back of the building lay 
against the lower part of the Casbah ramparts and thus had no 
other exk. 

Without turning her head, Madame Papaconstante called 
casually in Spanish to the girl behind the bar. “Lolita! Do 
you mind bringing me my jersey.? It’s in the pink room on 
the big chair.” And to Eunice in French : “ With this rain and 
wind I feel cold.” 

**It*s a signal,” thought Eunice as the girl went beneath the 
looped-up beaded curtain. “She wants to warn Hadija so she 
won’t come out or talk loud.” “Do you have many rooms?” 
she said. 

“Four.” Madame Papaconstante shivered slightly. “Pink, 
blue, green and yellow.” 

“I adore yellow,” said Eunice unexpectedly. “They say 
it^s the colour of madness, but that doesn’t prevent me. It’s so 
brilliant and full of sunshine as a colour. Vous ne trouvez pas?'' 

“I like all colours,” Madame Papaconstante said vaguely, 
looking toward the street with apprehension. 

The girl returned without the sweater. “It’s not there,” 
she announced. Madame Papaconstante looked at her 
meaningfully, but the girl’s face was blank. She returned to 
her position behind the bar. Two Spaniards in overalls 
ducked in from the street and ordered beer; evidently they 
had come from somewhere nearby, as their clothes were only 
slightly sprinkled with raindrops. Madame Papaconstante 
rose. “I’m going to look for it myself,” she announced. “One 
moment. Je reviens d Vinstant'' As she waddled down the 
hallway, running her hand along the wall, she murmured 
aloud: **Que mujer! Que ?nnjer!" 

More customers entered. When she came out, wearing 
over the kimono a huge purple sweater which had been 
stretched into utter formlessness, she looked a little happier. 
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Without speaking to Eunice she went to the bar and joked with 
the nien. It was going to be a fairly good night for business, 
after all. Perhaps if s|pe ignored the foreign lady she would go 
away. The men, none of whom happened to have seen 
Eunice before, asked her in undertones who the sti:;ange 
woman was, what she was doing, sitting there alone in the 
bar. The question embarrassed Madrrme Papaconstante. 
“A tourist,** she said nonchalantly. ‘‘Here?’* they exclaimed, 
astonished. “ She’s a little crazy,” sne said, by w^ay of explana- 
tion. But she was unhappy about Eunice’s presence; she 
wished she would go away. Naively she decided to try and get 
her dijink, and not wishing to be re-engaged in conversation 
with her, sent the drink, a double straight gin, over to her 
table by Lolita. 

AM said Lolita, setting the glass down. Eunice 

leered at her, and lifting it, drained it in two swallows. 
Madame Papaconstante’s ingenuousness amused her greatly. 

A few minutes later Lolita appeared at the table with 
another drink. ”T lidnh order this,” said Ihinice, just to see 
w^hat would happen. 

“A gift from Madame.” 

de veras!"' said Eunice. “Wait!” she cried sharply as 
the girl started away. “Tell Madame Papaconstante I want to 
speak to her,” 

Presently Madame Papaconstante was leaning over her 
table. “You wanted to see me, madame?” 

“Yes,” said Eunice, making an ostensible effort to focus her 
eyes on the fleshy countenance. “I’m not feeling well. I 
think I’ve had too much to drink.” Madame Papaconstante 
showed solicitude, but not \ery convincingly, “I think,** 
Eunice went on, “that you’ll have to take me to a room and 
let me lie down.” 

Madame Papaconstante started, “Oh, impossible, madame! 
It’s not allowed for ladies to be in the rooms.” 

“ And what about the girls ? ” 

''Ah, Qui, mats fa cest naturel! They are my employees, 
madame.** 
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“As you like/’ said Eunice carelessly, and she began to 
sing, softly at* first, but with rapidly increasing stridency. 
Madame Papaconstante returned to thcj bar with misgivings. 

Eunice Goode sang on, always louder. She sang: “I Have 
To pass Your House to Get to My House” and “Get Out of 
Town”. By the time she got to “I Have Always Been a Kind 
of Woman' Hater”' and “The Last Round-Up” the sound 
that came from her ample lungs was nothing short of a 
prolonged shriek. 

Noticing Madame Papaconstante’s expression of increasing 
apprehension, she said to herself with satisfaction: “I’ll fix 
the old bitch, once and for all.” She struggled to her feet, 
managing as she did so to upset not only her chair, but the 
table as well. Pieces of glass flew^ toward the feet of the men 
W’ho stood at one end of the bar. 

Aaahy inadame, quand-meme!'' cried Madame Papa- 
constante in consternation. “Please ! You are making a scandal. 
One does not make scandals in my bar. This is a respectable 
establishment. I can’t have the police coming to complain.” 

Eunice moved crookedly toward the bar and, smiling 
apologetically, leaned her arm on Madame Papaconstante’s 
cushion-like shoulder. “Je stds navrec,'" she began hesitantly. 
“Je ne me sens pas bien. Qa ne va pas du tout. You must forgive 
me, I don’t know\ Perhaps a good large glass of gin — — ” 

Madame Papaconstante looked around helplessly. The 
others had not understood. Then she thought: “Perhaps now 
she will leave,” and went behind the bar to pour it out herself. 
Eunice turned to the man beside her and with great dfgnity 
explained that she was not at all drunk, that she merely felt a 
little sick. The man did not reply. 

At the first sip of her drink she raised her head, looked at 
Madame Papaconstante with startled eyes, and put her hand 
to her forehead. 

“Quick! I’m ill! Where’s the toilet.^” 

The men moved a little away from her. Madame Papa- 
constante seized her arm and pulled her through the doorway 
down the hall. At the far end she opened a door and pushed 
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her into a foul-smelling closet, totally dark. ^Eunice groaned. 
“I shall bring a light,” said Madame Papaconstante, hurrying 
away. Eunice lit a rpatch, flushed the toilet, made some more 
groaning sounds, and peered out into the corridor. It was 
empty. She stepped out swiftly and went into the next room, 
which was also dark. She lit another match, saw a couch 
against the w'all. She lay down and waited. A minute or two 
later there were voices in the hallway. Presently someone 
opened the door. She lay still, breathing slowly, deeply. A 
flashlight was turned into her face. Hands touched her, 
tugged at her. She did not move. 

hay remedio'' said one of the girls. 

A few more half-hearted attempts were made to rouse her, 
and then the group withdrew and closed the door. 


As he climbed behind Thami through the streets that w’cre 
half stairways, Dyar felt his enthusiasm for their project 
rapidly diminish. og. d1ie wet wind circled down upon them 
from above, smelling of the sea. Occasionally it splashed them 
with rain, but mostly it merely blew. By the time they had 
turned into the little street that ran level, he was thinking of 
his room back at the Hotel de la Playa almost with longing. 
“Here,” said Thami. 

They walked into the bar. The first thing Dyar saw w'as 
Hadija standing in the back doorway. She was w^earing a 
simple flannel dress that Eunice had bought her on the Boule- 
vard Pasteur, and it fitted her. She had also learned not to 
make up so heavily, and even to do her hair up into a knot at 
the back of her neck, rather than let it stand out wildly in 
hopeless imitation of the American film stars. She looked 
intently at Dyar, wEo felt a slight shiver run dowm his spine. 

“By God, look at that!” he murmured to Thami. 

“You like her.?” 

“I could use a little of it, all right.” 

A Spaniard had placed a portable radio on the bar; two of 
the girls bent over listening to faint guitar music behind a 
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heavy curtain of static. Three men were having a serious 
drunken discussion at a table in the corner. Madame Papa- 
constante sat at the end of the bar, smolpng listlessly. ''Muy 
buenas” she said to them, beaming widely, mistaking them in 
her sleepiness for Spaniards. 

Thami replied quietly without looking at her. Dyar went to 
the bar and ordered drinks, keeping his eye on Hadija, who 
when she saw his attention, looked beyond him to the street. 
Hearing English being spoken, Madame Papaconstante rose 
and approached the two, swaying a little more than usual. 

“Hello, boys,’^ she said, patting her hair with one hand 
while she pulled her sweater down over her abdomen with the 
other. Apart from figures and a few insulting epithets, these 
words were her entire English vocabulary. 

“Hello,” Dyar answered without enthusiasm. Then he 
went over to the door and, holding up his glass, said to Hadija: 
“Care for a drink?” But Hadija had learned sev^eral things 
during her short acquaintance with Eunice Goode, perhaps 
the most important of which was that the more difficult 
everything was made, the more money would be forthcoming 
when payment came due. If she had been the daughter of the 
English Consul and had been accosted by a Spanish fisherman 
in the middle of the Place de P>ance she could not have 
stared more coldly. She moved across the room and stood near 
the door facing the street. 

Dyar made a wry grimace. “My mistake,” he called after her 
ruefully; his chagrin, however, was nothing compared to 
Madame Papaconstante \s indignation with Hadija. Her hands 
on her hips, she walked over to her and began to deliver a low- 
pitched but furious scolding. 

“She works here, doesn’t she?” he said to Thami. Thami 
nodded. 

“Watch,” Dyar went on, “the old madam’s giving her hell 
for being so snotty with the customers.” Thami did not 
understand entirely, but he smiled. They saw Hadija’s 
expression grow more sullen. Presently she ambled over to 
the bar and stood sulking near Dyar. He decided to try again. 
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No hard feelings ? ” 

She looked up at him insolently. "‘Hello, Jack,*' she said, 
and turned her face.away. 

“What's the matter? Don't you like strange men ?" 

“Wan Coca-Cola." She did not look at him again. 

“You don't have to drink with me if you don't want to, you 
know," he said, trying to make his voice sound sympathetic, 
“If you’re tired, or something " 

“How you feel?" she said. Madame Papaconstante was 
watching her from the end of the bar. 

She lifted her glass of Coca-Cola. ‘'Down the hotch," she 
said, •and took a sip. She smiled faintly at him. He stood 
closer to her, so he could just feel her body alongside his. 
Then he turned slightly toward her, and moved in a bit more. 
She did no I ' t 

“You always as crazy as this?" he asked her. 

“I not crazy," she said evenly. 

They talked a while. Slowly he backed her against the bar; 
when he put his arm around her he thought she might push 
him away, but she did nothing. From her vantage-point 
Madame Papaconstante judged that the right moment for 
intervention had arrived; she lumbered down from her stool 
and went over to them. Thami was chatting with the Spaniard 
who owned the radio; when he saw Madame Papaconstante 
trying to talk to Dyar he turned toward them and became 
interpreter. 

“You want to go back with her?" he asked him. 

Dyar said he did. 

“Tell him fifty pesetas for the room," said Madame 
Papaconstante hurriedly. The Spaniards were listening. They 
usually paid twenty-five. “And he gives the girl what he likes, 
afterwards." 

Hadija was looking at the floor. 

The room smelled of mildew. Eunice had been asleep, but 
now she was awake, and she noticed the smell. Certain rooms 
in the cellar of her grandmother's house had smelled like that. 
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Sh^ remembeitd the coolness and mystery of the enormous 
cellar on a qtiiet summer afternoon, the trunks, the shelves of 
empty mason jars and the stacks of old magazines. Her grand- 
mother had been an orderly person. Each publication had 
been piled separately: Judge, The Smart Set, The Red Book, 
Everybodyls, HearsVs International. . . . She sat up in the dark, 
tense, without knowing why. Then she did know why. She 
had heard Hadija’s voice outside the door. Now it said : “This 
room O.K. she heard a man grunt a reply. The door into 
the adjacent room was opened, and then closed. 

She stood up and began to walk back and forth in front of 
the couch, three steps one way and three steps the other. “I 
can’t bear it,” she thought. “Til kill her. Til kill her.” But 
it was just the sound of the words in her head; no violent 
images came to accompany the refrain. Crouching on the 
floor with her neck twisted at a painful angle, she managed to 
place her ear flush against the wall. And she listened. At first 
she heard nothing, and she thought the wall must be too thick 
to let the sound through. But then she heard a loud sigh. They 
were not saying anything, and she realized that when some- 
thing was said, she would hear every word. 

A long time went by before this happened. Then Hadija 
said: “No.” Immediately the man complained: “What’s the 
matter with you.^” In his voice Eunice recognized a fellow 
American; it was even worse than she had expected. There 
were sounds of movement on the couch, and again Hadija 
said very firmly: “No.” 

“But, baby ” the man pleaded. 

After more shifting about, ”No,” said the man half- 
heartedly, as if in faint protest. Eunice’s neck ached; she 
I strained harder, pushing against the wall with all her strength. 
For a while she heard nothing. ''Fhen there was a long, 
shuddering groan of pleasure from the man. “As if he were 
dying,” thought Eunice, gritting her teeth. Now she told 
herself: “I’ll kill him,^' and this time she had a satisfactory 
bloody vision, although her imaginary attack upon the man 
fell somewhat short of murder. 
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Suddenly she had drawn her head back and was pounding 
on the wall with her fist. And she was calling out to Hadija in 
Spanish: “Go on I Haz lo que quieres! Sigue! Have a good 
time!’’ Her own knocking had startled her, and the sound of 
her voice astonished her even more; she would never have 
known it was hers. But now she had spoken ; she caught her 
breath and listened. There was silence in the next room for a 
moment. The man said lazily: ''What’s all that?” Hadija 
answered by whispering. "Quick! Give money!” She 
sounded agitated. "One other time I fix you up good. No like 

tonight. No here. Here no good. Listen, boy ” And here 

appai^ntly she whispered directly into his ear, as if she knew 
from experience just how thin the walls were and how easily 
the sound earned. 7’he man, who seemed to be in a state of 
profound iMide, began nevertheless to grunt: "Huh? 
When? Wheic s that?” between the lengthy inaudible 
explanations. 

"Okay?” said Hadija finally. "You come?” 

"But Sunday, right? Not Friday ” The last word was 

partially muffled, she supposed by Hadija’s hand. 

Painfully Eunice got to her feet. She sighed deeply and sat 
down on the edge of the couch in the dark. Everything she had 
suspected was perfectly true: Hadija had been working 
regularly at the Bar Lucifer; probably she had often come to 
her fresh from the embrace of a Spanish labourer or shop- 
keeper. The arrangement with Madame Papaconstante was 
clearly a farce. Everyone had been lying to her. Yet instead of 
resentment she felt only a dindy satisfying pain — perhaps 
because she had found it all out at first-hand and through her 
own efforts. It was an old story to her and she did not mind. 
All she wanted now was to be alone with Hadija. She would 
not even discuss the evening with her. "The poor girl,” she 
thought. "I don’t give her enough to live on. She’s forced to 
come here.” She began to consider places where she might 
take her to get her away from the harmful environment, 
places where they could be alone, unmolested by prying 
servants and disapproving or amused acquaintances. Sospel, 
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perhaps, or C^parica; somewhere away from Arabs and 
Spaniards, where she would have the pleasure of feeling that 
Hadija was wholly dependent upon her. 

“But, baby, that’s all I’ve got,” the man was protesting. 
They talked normally now; she could hear them from where 
she sat. 

“No, no,” said Hadija firmly. “More. Give.” 

“You don’t care how much you take from a guy, do you? 
I’m telling you, I haven’t got any more. Look.” 

“We go spick you friend in bar. He got.” 

“No. You got enough now. That’s damn good money for 
what you did.” 

“Next time I fix ” 

“I know! I know! ” 

They argued. It astonished Eunice to hear an American 
refitsing to part with an extra fifty pesetas under such circum- 
finces. Typically, she decided he must be an extremely 
vrcious man, one who got his true pleasure from just such 
scenes, to wLom it gave a thrill of evil delight to withhold her 
due from a helpless girl. But it amused her to observe the 
vigour with which Hadija pursued the discussion. She bet 
herself drinks for the house that the girl would get the extra 
money. And after a good deal of pointless talk he agreed to 
borrow the sum from the friend in the bar. As they opened 
the door and went out Hadija said: “You good man. I like.” 
Eunice bit her lip and stood up. More than anything else, that 
remark made her feel that she was right in suspecting this 
man of being a particular danger. And now she realized that 
it was not the possibility of professional relationships on 
Hadija’s part that distressed her most. It was precisely the 
fear that things might not remain on that footing. “But Fm 
an idiot,” she told herself. “Why this man, the very first ^ne 
I happen to have caught her with?” The important thingVas 
that it be the last; she must take her away. And Madame 
Papaconstante must not know of it until they were out of the 
International Zone. 

A quarter of an hour later she^ went out into the hallway ; it 
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was grey with the feeble light 6f dawn whu^h came through 
the curtain of beads from the bar. There she heard Madame 
Papaconstante and.Hadija arguing bitterly. “You let me go 
into the very next room!’’ Hadija was shouting. “You knew 
she was in there! You wanted her to hear!” 

“It^s not my fault she woke up!” cried Madame Papa- 
constante furiously. “Who do you think you are, yelling at 
me in my own bar!” 

Eunice waited, hoping Madame Papaconstante would go 
further, say something more drastic, but she remained 
cautious, obviously not wishing to provoke the girl too 
deeply — she brought money into the establishment. 

Eunice walked quietly down the passageway and stepped 
into the bar, blinking a little. Her cane was lying across one 
of the Pile two ceased speaking and looked at her. She 

picked up the lane, turned to face them. “Drinks for the 
house,” she remembered. “Three double gins,” she said to 
Madame Papaconstante, who went without a word behind the 
bar and poured liiem out. 

“Take it,” she said to Hadija, holding one of the glasses 
toward her. With her eyes on Eunice, she obeyed. 

“Drink it.” 

Hadija did, choking afterward. 

Madame Papaconstante hesitated and drank hers, still 
without speaking. 

Eunice placed five hundred pesetas on the bar, and said: 

Bonsoir, madame.'' To Hadija she said: “ Few.” 

Madame Papaconstante stood looking after them as they 
walked slowly up the street, A large brown rat crept from a 
doorway opposite and began to make its way along the gutter 
in the other direction, stopping to sample bits of refuse as it 
went. The rain fell evenly and quietly. 
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VI 

Wilcox sat on the edge of his bed in his bathrobe. Mr. 
Ashcombe*- Danvers was concentrating his attention upon 
opening a new tin of Gold Flakes; a faint hiss came out as he 
punctured the top. Rapidly he cut around the edge and 
removed the light tin disc, which he dropped on the floor 
beside the table. 

‘^Have one ?’' he said to Wilcox, holding up the tin to him. 
The odour of the fresh tobacco was irresistible. Wilcox itook 
a cigarette. Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers did likewise. When both 
had lights, Mr, Ashcombe-Danvers went on with what he had 
been saying. 

“My dear boy, I don’t want to seem to be asking the impos- 
sible, and I think if you try to look at it from my point of 
view you’ll see soon enough that actually Fm only asking the 
inevitable. I expect you knew that sooner or later I should 
require to move sterling here.” 

Wilcox looked uncomfortable. He ran his finger along the 
edge of the ashtray. “Well, yes. I’m not surprised,” he said. 
Before the other could speak again he went on. “ But if you’ll 
excuse my saying so, I can’t help feeling you’ve chosen a 
rather crude method of getting it here.” 

Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers smiled. “Yes. If you like, it’s crude. 

I don’t think that militates against its success in any way.” 

“I wonder,” said Wilcox. 

“Why should it?” 

“Well, it’s too large a sum to bring in that way.” 

“Nonsense!” Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers cried. “Don’t be 
bound by tradition, my boy. That’s simply superstitious of 
you. If one can do it that way with a small amount, one can 
do it in exactly the same way with a larger one. Can’t you see 
how safe it is ? There’s nothing whatever in writing, is there ? 
The number of agents is reduced to a minimum — all I need 
to be sure of is old Ramlal, his son and you.” 
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"‘And all I need to be sure of is that nobody knows it when 
I go to Ramlal and take out nine thousand pounds in cash. 
That includes youi; British currency snoopers as well as the 
Larbi crowd. And I’d say it’s impossible. They’re bound to 
know. Somebody’s bound to find out.” 

“Nonsense,” said Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers again, “If you’re 
afraid for your own skin,” he smiled ingratiatingly, fearing 
that he might be treading on d^^licate ground, “and you’ve 
every rightto be, of course, why — send someoneelse to fetch it. 
You must have somebody around you can trust for a half-hour.” 

“Not a soul,” said Wilcox. He had just thought of Dyar. 
“L<?t’s have some lunch. We can have it right here in the 
room. They have some good roast beef downstairs, or had 
yesterday.” Tie reached for the telephone. 

“Aiiaiu : can’t.” Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers w^as half 
expecting Wilsox to raise his percentage, and he did not want 
to do anything which might help put him sufficiently at his 
ease to make him broach the sul>ject. 

“Sure?” said Wilcox. 

“No, I can’t,” repeated Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers. 

Wilcox took up the telephone. “A whisky?” He lifted the 
receiver. 

“Oh, I think not, thank* you.” 

“Of course you will,” said Wilcox. “Give me the bar.” 

Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers rose and stood looking out the 
window. The wet town below looked freshly built ; the harbour 
and the sky beyond it were a uniform grey. It was raining 
indifferently, Wilcox was saying: “Manolo? Haig and Haig 
Pinch, two Perriers and ice for Two Forty Six.” He hung up, 
and in the same breath went on: “I can do it, but I’ll need 
another two per cent.” 

“Oh, come,” said l\ir. Ashcombe-Danvers patiently. 
“I’ve been waiting for you to put it up. But I must say I 
didn’t expect a two per cent increase. 'Fhat’s a bit thick. 
Ramlal ten, and now you want seven.” 

“A bit thick? I don’t think so,” said Wilcox. “And I don’t 
think you’ll think so when you have your nine thousand 
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safely in the Credit Fonder. It"s all very well for you to keep 
telling me how easy it is. You’ll be safe in Paris ” 

“My dear boy, you probably will think I’m exaggerating 
when I say I can think of six persons at this moment who I 
know would be delighted to do it for three per cent.” 

Wilcox laughed. “Perfectly true. T can think of plenty who’d 
do it for one per cent, too, if it comes to that. But you won’t 
use them.” To himself he was saying that Dyar was the ideal 
one to use in this connection : he was quite unknown in the 
town, his innocence of the nature of the transaction was a 
great advantage, and he could be given the errand as a casual 
part of his daily work and thus would not have to be paid^any 
commission at all; the entire seven per cent could be kept 
intact. “You’ll have to meet the man I have in mind, of course, 
and take him around to young Ramlal yourself. He’s an 
American.” 

“Aha!” said Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers, impressed. 

Wilcox saw that he would have his way about the per- 
centage. “Commission tigiires between ourselves, you under- 
stand,” he went on. 

“Obviously,” said Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers in a flat voice, 
staring at him coldly. He supposed Wilcox intended to keep 
five and give the man two, which* was just what Wilcox in- 
tended him to think. 

“You can come around to my office this afternoon and size 
him up, if you like.” 

“My dear boy, don’t be absurd. I’m perfectly confident in 
anyone you suggest. But I still think seven per cent is a bit 
steep.” 

“Well, you come and talk with him,” said Wilcox blandly, 
feeling certain his client had no desire to discuss the matter 
with anyone, “and if you don’t like his looks we’ll try and 
think up someone else. But I’m afraid the seven will have 
to stand.” 

There was a knock at the door, and a waiter came in with the 
drinks. 



INTERNATIONAL ZONE 


77 

Dyar awoke feeling that he had not really slept at all. He had 
a confused memory of the morning’s having been divided into 
many episodes of varying sorts of noise. There had been the 
gurgling of the plumbing as the early risers bathed and he 
tried to drop off to sleep, the train that shunted back and forth 
on the siding between his window and the beach, the chatter- 
ing of the scrubwomen in the corridor, the Frenchman in the 
next room who had sung La Vie en Rose over and over while 
he shaved, showered and dressed. And through it all, like an 
arhythmical percussive accompaniment, there had been the 
constant metallic slamming of doors throughout the hotel, 
eachu one of which shook the flimsy edifice and resounded 
through it like a small blast. 

He looked at his watch: it was twenty-five past twelve. He 
groan^ i, 1. heart seemed to have moved into his neck and to 
be beating theie. lie felt breathless, tense and exhausted. In 
retrospect the night before seemed a week long. Going to bed 
by daylight always made him sleep badly. And he was bothered 
by two things, t\\0 ideas that he felt lodged in the pit of his 
stomach like unwanted food. He had spent twenty dollars 
during the evening, which meant that he now had four hun- 
dred and sixty dollars left, and he had borrowed a hundred 
pesetas from an Arab, which meant that he had to see the 
Arab again. 

‘‘Goddam idiot!” he said as he got out of bed to look in 
his bags for the aspirin. He took three, had a quick shower, and 
lay down again to relax. A chambermaid, having heard the 
shower running, knocked on the door to see when she could 
make up the room. “Who is it.^” he yelled, and not under- 
standing her reply, did not get up to let her in. Presently he 
opened his eyes again and discovered that it was twenty 
minutes past two. Still noi feeling too well, he dressed and 
went down into the lobby. The boy at the desk handed him a 
slip that read; Llamar a la Sra, Debalberde 28-01. He looked 
at it apathetically, thinking it must be for someone else. 
Stepping outside, he began to walk along the street without 
paying attention to where he was going. It was good to be in 
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the air. The raiq drijpped out of the low sky in a desultory 
fashion, as if it were falling from invisible caves overhead. 

Suddenly he realized he was extremely hungry. He raised 
his head and looked around, decided there would be no 
restaurant in the vicinity. A half-mile or so ahead of him, 
sprawling over a hill that jutted into the harbour, was the 
native town. At his right the small waves broke quietly along 
the deserted beach. He turned to his left up one of the many 
steep streets that led over the hill. Like the others, it was lined 
with large new apartment houses, some of which were still 
under construction but inhabited, none the less. Near the top 
of the hill he came to a modest-looking hotel with the word 
Restaurant printed over the doorway. In the dining-room, 
where a radio roared, several people were eating. I'he tables 
were small. He sat down and looked at the ivpewritten card at 
his place. It was headed Menu d 30 p. He counted his money 
and grinned a little to see that he still had thirty-five pesetas. 
As he ate his hors-d’ceuvre he found his hunger growing 
rapidly; he began to feel much better. During the nierlans frits 
he pulled out the piece of paper the hoy at the desk had given 
him and studied it absently. T he name conveyed nothing to 
him; suddenly he saw' that it was a message from Daisy de 
Valverde. “Radio Internacionar’, boomed the imhccilic girl’s 
voice. A harp glissando followed. He had no particular desire 
to see his hostess of last night, or to see anyone, for that matter. 
At the moment he felt like being alone, having an opportunity 
to accustom himself to the strangeness of the towm. But for 
fear she might be w'aiting for his call lie w ent out into the lobby 
and asked the desk clerk to make the call for him. “ Vein- 
teyochocerouno'' he heard him shout several times, and he 
wondered if he would ever be able even to make a telephone 
call by himself. After the man handed the instrument to him 
he had to wait a long time for her to come to the phone. 

“Dear Mr. Dyar! How kind of you to ring me! Did you get 
back safely last night? What vile weather! You’re seeing the 
place at its very worst. But keep a stiff upper lip. One of these 
days the sun will be out and dry up all this fearful damp. I 



INTERNATIONAL ZONE 79 

can’t wait. Jack is very naughty. lie hasn^t telephoned me. 
Are you there ? If you see him^^ tell him Pm rather put out with 
him. Oh, I wanted to tell you, Tambang is better. He drank a 
little milk. Isn’t fhat wonderful news ? So you see, our little 
excursion to his room did some good.” (He tried to dismiss the 
memory of the airless room, the needles and the smell of 
ether.) “Mr. Dyar, I want very much to see you.” For the first 
time she paused to let him speak. lie said: “Today?” and 
heard her laugh. “Yes, of course today. Naturally. I’m in- 
satiable, yes?” As he stammered protests she continued. 
“But I don’t want to go to Jack’s office for a particular 
reason I shall have to tell you v\hen I see you. I was thinking, 
we might meet at the Faro Bar on the Place de France. It’s just 
around the corner from the tourist bureau. Darling old snob- 
bish J.e I> shouldn’t be caught dead in the place, so we shall be 
running no *isk of seeing him. You can’t miss it. Just ask 
anyone.” She spelled out the name for him. “It’s sweet of you 
to come. Shall we say about seven ? Jack closes that establish- 
ment of his at half-past six. I have so much to talk to you about. 
And one enormous favour to ask you, which you don’t have to 
grant if you don’t want.” She laughed. “The Faro at seven.” 
And as he was trying to decide quickly how to word his bread- 
and-butter phrase for las.t night’s hospitality, he realized that 
she had hung up. He felt the blood rush to his face; he should 
have got the sentence in somehow at the beginning of the call. 
The man at the desk asked him for one peseta fifty. He W'ent 
back to his table annoyed with himself, and wondering w’hat 
she thought of him. 

The bill was for thirty-three pesetas, including the service. 
He had fifty centimes left, which he certainly could not leave 
as a tip. He left nothing, and walked out whistling innocently 
in the face of the waiter’s accusing stare. But after he had gone 
a short way he stopped under the awning of a tobacco-shop and 
took out his two little folders of American Express cheques. 
There was a book of fifties and one of twenties. On the ship 
he had counted the cheques every few days ; it made him feel a 
little less poor to see them and reckon their aggregate* He 
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would have to stop into a bank now and get some money, but 
the examination of his fortune to be done in the privacy of 
the street. Whatever one wants to do in a bank, there are al- 
ways too many people there watching. There would be six left 
in the first book (he counted them and snapped the cover shut) 
which meant eight in the other. He shuffled them almost 
carelessly, and then immediately went through them again, to 
be certain. His expression became intense, he now counted 
them with caution, pushing his thumb against the edge of each 
sheet to separate a possible two. He still found only seven. 
Now he looked at the serial numbers: it was undeniable that 
he had only seven twenty-dollar cheques — not eight. Fgur 
hundred and forty dollars. His face assumed an expression of 
consternation as he continued to recount the cheques use- 
lessly, automatically, as though it were still an instant before he 
had made the discovery, as though it were still possible for 
something different to happen. In his mind he was trying to 
recall the time and place of the cashing of each cheque. And 
now he remembered : he had needed an extra twenty dollars on 
board the ship, for tips. The remembering, however, did not 
make the new figure emotionally acceptable; he put his 
cheques away profoundly troubled, and began to walk along 
looking down at the pavement. 

There were many banks, and each one he came to was 
closed. 

“Too late,” he thought, grimly. “Of course.” 

He went on, found Wilcox’s office easily. It was upstairs 
. over a large tea-room, and the entire building smelled appetiz- 
ingly of pastries and coffee. Wilcox was there, and made him 
feel a little better by saying with a wide gesture : “ Well, here's 
your cage.” He had half expected him to make some sort of 
drastic announcement like : “ Listen, old man, I guess it’s up to 
me to make a confession. Tm not going to be able to use you 
here. You can see for yourself why it’s out of the question.” 
And then he might have offered to pay his fare back to New 
York, or perhaps not even that. Certainly Dyar would not have 
been extremely astonished ; such behaviour would have been in 
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keeping with his own feeling about the whole jindert^king. He 
was prepared for just such a bitter blow. But Wilcox jsaid : 
“ Sit down. Take the load off your feet. Nobody's been in yet 
today, so there's no reason to think they'll come in now." Dyar 
sat down in the chair facing Wilcox at his desk, and looked 
around. The two rooms were uncomfortably small. In the 
antechamber, which had no window, there were a couch and a 
low table, piled with travel booklets. The office room had a 
, window which gave on to a narrow court ; besides the desk and 
the two chairs there was a green filing cabinet. The room's 
inhospitable bareness was tempered by the coloured maps 
covering the walls, drawing the eye inevitably to their 
irregular contours. 

They talked for an hour or so. When Dyar remarked: “You 
don’t reCiL.i be doing a rushing business, do you?" Wilcox 
snorted disgustedly, but Dyar was unable to interpret his 
reaction as one of sincere discontent. The Marquesa was 
obviously correct: there was a slight mystery about his set-up, 
“I've got to change some money," he said presently. Wilcox 
might just possibly suggest an advance. 

“What have you got ?" asked Wilcox. 

“Express cheques." 

“I'll cash whatever you want. I can give you a better rate 
than most of the banks, and a good deal better one than the 
money stalls." 

Dyar gave him a fifty-dollar cheque. When he had his wallet 
stuffed with hundred-peseta notes and felt a little less de- 
pressed about his finances, he said : “When do I start work?" 

“You've started," Wilcox replied. “You're working now. 
There's a guy coming in here this afternoon, a customer of 
mine. He travels a lot, and always books through me. He'll 
take you down to meet young Ramlal. You’d have to meet him, 
anyway, sooner or later. The Ramlals are great friends of 
mine. I do a hell of a lot of business with them." This mono- 
logue made no sense to Dyar; moreover he had the impression 
that Wilcox was on the defensive while delivering it, as if he 
expected to be challenged. Soon enough, he thought, he would 
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know what it all about. see/' he said. Wilcox shot him a 
glance which he did not at all like: it was hard and unfriendly 
and suspicious. Then he went on. Fvc got to be at somebody *s 
, house for drinks around five, so I hope to God he comes soon. 
You can go down with him and come right back. Til wait till 
you get here. At six-thirty just go out and shut the door behind 
you. ril have a set of keys for you tomorrow/* The telephone 
rang. There ensued a long conversation in which Wilcoxes part 
consisted mainly of the word “yes” uttered at irregular 
intervals. The door opened and a tall, slightly stooped gentle- 
man wearing heavy tweeds and a raincoat stepped into the 
antechamber. Wilcox cut his telephone conversation s^hort, 
stood up, and said : “This is Mr. Dyar. This is Mr. Ashcombe- 
Danvers. I sold him a ticket to Cairo the day after I opened 
this office, and he’s been coming back ever since. A satisfied 
client. Or at least I like to think so.” 

Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers looked impatient. “Ah, yes. 
Quite.” He put his hands behind his back and spun around 
to examine a large map of the world that hung above the 
filing cabinet. ‘T expect we’d better be going,” he said. 

Wilcox looked at Dyar significantly, lie had meant to tell 
him a little more about Mr, Ashcombe-Danvers, above all to 
advise him not to ask any questions. But perhaps it was just as 
well that he had said nothing. 

Dyar slipped into his raincoat as they descended the stairs. 
“We may as well walk,” said Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers. “It’s 
stopped raining for the present, and the shop’s not very far.” 
They went down the hill and came out into the wide square 
which had been empty last night save for the taxis ; now it was 
a small city of natives engaged in noisy commerce. “Chaos,” 
said Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers, a note of satisfaction in his 
voice. As they went under the bare trees in the centre of 
the square the w^ater dripped down upon their heads. The 
women huddled in rows along the pavement, wrapped in 
candy-striped woollen blankets, holding forth great bunches of 
drenched white lilies and calling out hoarsely for them to buy. 
The day was. coming to a close; the sky was growing duller. 
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‘‘Shrewd people, these mpuatain Berbers^’" remarked Mr. 
Ashcpmbe-panvers.“But no match for the Indians/’ 

“The Indians?” Dyar looked confused. 

“Oh, not your redskins. Our Indians. Hindus, most of 
them, from India. Tangier’s full of them. Hadn’t you noticed ? 
Young Ramlal, that we’re on our way to see, he’s one. Most 
shrewd. And his father, old Ramlal, in Gib. Amazing business 
acumen. Quite amazing. He’s a bandit, of course, but an 
honest bandit. Never takes a shilling above what’s been agreed 
upon. He doesn’t need to, of course. His commission’s enor- 
mous. He know^s he has you and he piles it on because he 
knows he’s wwth it.” Dyar listened politely; they were going 
between tw^o rows of money-changers. The men sat behind 
their small desks directly in the street. A few of them, spotting 
the two foreigTjers speaking English, began to call out to them. 
“Yes! Come on^ Yes! Change money!” 

“The devil of it is,” Mr. Ashcombe- Danvers w'as saying, 
“the authorities are on to it. They know damned well Gib’s 
one of the most iportant leakage points.” 

Dyar said tentatively : “ Leakage ? ” 

“Sterling leakage. They know^ there’s probably twenty 
thousand pounds slipping out every day. And they’re catching 
up with some of the chaps-. It’s only a question of time before 
they’ll be able to put a stop to it altogether. Time is of the 
essence. Naturally it makes a man a bit nervous.” He laughed 
apologetically. “It’s a chance one must take. I like Morocco 
and my w^ife likes it. We’re building a little villa here and we 
must have some capital, risk or no risk.” 

“Oh, sure,” said Dyar. He was beginning to understand. 

, Ramlal’s wdndow was piled with cheap wrist-w^atches, 
fountain-pens and toys. The shop was tiny and dark; it 
smelled of patchouli. Once Dyar’s eyes had got used to the 
lack of light inside, he realized that all the stock was in the 
window. The shop was completely empty. A swarthy young 
man sat at a bare desk smoking. As they entered he rose and 
bowed obsequiously. 

“Good evening, Ramlal,” said Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers in 
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the tone of a d<jctor making his rounds through a ward of 
incurables. 

About to get under way ?** Ramlal spoke surprisingly good 
English. 

^‘Ycs. Tomorrow. This is Mr. Dyar, my secretary.'* Dyar 
held out his hand to Ramlal, looking at Mr. Ashcombcr Dan- 
vers. ‘*What the hell goes on?" he said to himself. He 
acknowledged the introduction. 

“He'll arrange everything," went on Mr. Ashcombe- 
Danvers. “You’ll give him the packet." Ramlal was looking 
carefully at Dyar all the while. Showing his very white teeth 
he smiled and said: “Yes, sir." 

“Got him?” said Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers. 

“Yes, indeed, sir." 

“Well, we must be going. Your father's well, I hope?" 

“Oh, yes, sir. Very well, thank you." 

“Not too many worries, I hope?" 

Ramlal smiled even more widely. “ Oh, no, sir." 

“That's good," grunted Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers. “Well, 
look after yourself, Ramlal. Sec you when I get back." Ramlal 
and Dyar shook hands again and they went out. 

“Now if you'll come along with me to the Cafe Espaha I'll 
present you fo Benzekri," 

Dyar looked at his watch. “ I’m afraid I've got to get back to 
the office.” It was twilight, and raining lightly. The narrow 
street was packed with people wearing djellabas, raincoats, 
turkish towels, overalls, blankets and rags. 

“Nonsense," said Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers sharply. “You've 
got to meet Benzekri. Come along. It's essential.” 

“Well, since I'm your secretary," Dyar smiled. 

“In this matter you are.” Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers walked 
as close to Dyar as he could, speaking directly into his ear. 
“Benzekri is with the Credit Foncier here. I’ll show you the 
entrance as we go by it in a moment." They had come out into 
the Zoco Chico, filled with the drone of a thousand male 
voices. This evening there was electricity and the caf6s were 
resplendent. 
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Working their way among the clusters of men standing 
engaged in conversation, they crossed slowly to the lower end 
of the square* “Tlv^re’s the entrance,’' said Mr. Ashcombe- 
Danvers, pointing at a high portal of iron grillwork that stood 
at the top of a few steps in a niche. That’s the Credit Foncier 
and that’s where you’ll take the packet. You’ll just ask for Mr. 
Benzekri and go upstairs to his office. And here’s the Cafe 
Espana.” 

Mr. Benzekri was there, sitting alone at one end of the 
terrace. He had a head like an egg — quite bald — and a face like 
a worried hawk, lie did not smile when he shook hands with 
Dyaf; the lines in his forehead merely deepened. “You will 
have a beer?” he inquired. Ilis accent was thick. 

“We’ll sit for a moment. I’ll not take anything,” said Mr. 
Ashcornbc-1 >anvers. They sat down. “None for me, either,” 
Dyar said. lie was not feeling too well, and he wanted a 
whisky. 

“Mr. Dyar will be bringing you a little present one of these 
days,” said Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers. “He understands that 
he’s to give it to no one but you.” 

Mr. Benzekri nodded gravely, staring down into his glass of 
beer. Then he lifted his head and looked sadly at Dyar for a 
moment. “Good,” he said, as if there the matter ended. 

“I know you are in a hurry,” said j\Ir. Ashcombe-Danvers 
to Dyar. “ So if you’d like to go on about your affairs go along. 
And many thanks. I shall be back in a few weeks.” 

Dyar said good evening. He had to fight his way across the 
Zoco Chico and up the narrow street; everyone w'as moving 
against him. “My new^ station in life: messenger-boy,” he 
thought with a wry inner smile. He did not particularly like 
Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers : he had behaved exactly as though he 
had been paying him for his services. Not that he had expected 
payment, but still, the principal reason a man does not want to 
be paid for such things is to avoid being put into the position 
of an inferior. And he was in it, anyway. 

Wilcox was impatient when he got back to the office. “ Took 
you long enough,” he said. 
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“ I know. He made me go on with him and meet some other 
guy from the bank.” 

‘‘Benzekri,” 

“Yes.” 

“You didn’t have to meet him. Ashcombe-Danvers is a 
fussy old buzzard. Be sure the window’s shut, the door’s 
locked and the lights are off. Stick around until six-thirty.” 
Wilcox put on his coat. ‘‘Come by the Atlantide in the 
morning about nine and I’ll give you the address where they’re 
making the keys. If anyone calls tell ’em I had to go out and to 
call back tomorrow. Sec you.” 


VII 

The door closfd. Dyar sat looking around the room. He stood 
up and studied the maps a while, searched in the waiting-room 
for magazines, and, finding none, went and sat down again at 
the desk. A wild impatience kept him from feeling really alone 
in the room, an impatience merely to be out of it. “l^his isn’t 
it,” he told himself mechanically ; he was not really sitting alone 
in the room because he did not believe he would ever work 
there. He was unable to visualize himself sitting day after day 
in this unventilated little box pretending to look after a non- 
existent business. In New York he had imagined something so 
different that now' he had quite forgotten how he had thought 
it would be. He asked himself w hether, knowing ahead of time 
what it would be like, he would have wanted to come, and he 
decided he would have, anyway, in spite of the profound 
apathy the idea of the job induced in him. Besides, the job was 
too chimerical and absurd to last. When it stopped, he would 
be free. He snorted faintly. Free, with probably a hundred 
dollars between him and starvation. It w^as not a pleasant 
thought; it made him feel tense all over. He listened. Above the 
noise made by the automobile horns outside was the soft sound 
of rain falling. 
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He looked in the top drawer for a sheet of stationery, found 
it, and began to type a letter. The paper was headed Europe- 
Africa Tourist Service. “Dear Mother: Just a note- Arrived 
safely last night.’* He felt like adding; “it seems like a month/’ 
but she would misunderstand, would think he was not happy. 
“The trip over was fine. We had fairly smooth weather all the 
way and I was not sick at all in spite of all you said. The 
Italians were not too bad.’' His parents had come to see him off, 
and had been upset to discover that he was to share a cabin with 
two Italians. “As you can see, I am writing this from the office. 
Jack Wilcox has gone for the day and I am in charge.” He 
poncfered a moment, w^ondering if the expression “in charge” 
looked silly, and decided to leave it. “T hope you’re not going 
to worry about me, because there is no reason to. The climate 
is not iiopicM; at all. In fact, it is quite chilly. The town seems 
to be clean, althvjugh not very modern.” lie ceased typing and 
gazed at a map of Africa in front of him, thinking of the crazy 
climb up through the dark alleys with the Arab, on the way to 
the bar. Then lie saw Hadi ja’s face, and frowned. He could not 
allow himself to think of her while he was writing to his 
mother; there was a terrible disloyalty in that. But the 
memory, along with others more vivid, persisted. He leaned 
back in his chair and smoked a cigarette, wondering whether 
or not he would be able to find the bar by himself, in case he 
wanted to go back. Even if he were able, he felt it would be a 
bad idea. He had a date to meet Hadija in the Parque Espinel 
Sunday morning and it would be best to lea\e it at that; she 
might resent his trying to see he’* before then. He abandoned 
the attempt to write his letter, removed the paper from the 
machine, folded it and put it into his pocket to be continued 
the next day. The telephone rang. An English woman was not 
interested in whether Mr. Wilcox was in or out, wanted a 
reservation made, single with bath, at the Hotel Balima in 
Rabat for the fourteenth to the seventeenth. She also wanted a 
round-trip plane passage, but she dared say that could be had 
later. The room, however, must be reserved immediately and 
she was counting on it. When she had hung up he wrote it all 
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down and began stud 3 ring a $heaf of papers marked Hotels — 
French Zone. At six-ten the telephone rang again* It was 
Wilcox. Checking up on me/' Dyar thought with resentment 
as he heard his voice. He wanted to know if anyone had stopped 
in. ‘‘No," said Dyar. “Well, that’s all I wanted." He sounded 
relieved. .Dyar told him about the English woman. “Fll take 
care of that tomorrow. You might as well close up now. It’s 
ten after six." He hesitated. “In fact, I wish you would. As 
soon as you can. Just be sure the catch is on the door." 
“Right." 

“Good night." 

“What giv’es.^ What gives he murmured aloud 2iS he 
slipped into his raincoat. He turned off the lights and stepped 
out into the corridor, shut the door and tried it vigorously. 

At the pastry shop downstairs he stopped to inquire the way 
to the Faro Bar. When the proprietress saw him approaching 
the counter she greeted him pleasantly. ''Guten abends'' she 
said, and was a bit taken aback when he spoke to her in Eng- 
lish, She understood, however, and directed him in detail, 
adding that it was only one minute’s walk. 

He found it easily. It was a very small bar, crowded with 
people most of whom seemed to know each other; there was a 
certain an;ount of calling from table to tabic. Since there was 
not room at the bar itself, even for those who were already 
there, and all the tables were occupied, he sat down on a bench 
in the window and waited for a table to be vacated. Two 
Spanish girls, self-conscious in their Paris models, and wearing 
long earrings which removed all trace of chic from their 
clothes, came in and sat next to him on the bench. At the table 
in front of him was a French couple drinking Bacardis. To his 
left sat two somewhat severe-looking middle-aged English 
ladies, and on his right, a little further away, was a table full 
of American men who kept rising and going back to the bar 
to talk with those installed there. In a far corner a small, 
bespectacled woman was seated at a tiny piano, singing in 
German. No one was listening to her. He rather liked the place; 
it seemed to him definitely high-class without being stuffy. 
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and he wondered why the Marquesa had eaid that Wilcox 
would refuse to be caught dead in it. 

“ y pensdbamos irnos a Sevilla para la Semana Santa. . 
“Ay, qui hermoso ! ” 

“Jesus, Harry, you sure put that one down quick!” . 

“ Alors, tu ne te decides pas? Mais tu es tnarranie, ted!” 

“I expect she’s most frightfully unhappy to be returning to 
London at this time of year.” 

The woman at the piano sang: “ Wunderschon muss dein' 
Liebe sein." 

“ Y por fin nos quedamos aqui." “ A v, que Idstima!” 

“fie V en fais pas pour itiaiy 

‘‘Hey there, waiter! Make it the same, all the way around/* 

He waited, ordered a wliisky, drank it, and waited. The 
woman bang several old Dietrich songs. No one heard them. 
It was a quarter-past seven; he wished <he would come. The 
Americans were getting drunk. Someone yelled: “Look 
out, you dumb b ^stard ! “ and a glass crashed on the tile floor. 
The English ladies got up, paid, and left. lie decided they had 
timed their exit to show their disapproval. The two Spanish 
girls saw the empty table and, gathering their things, made for 
it, but by the time they got there Dyar was already sitting in 
one of the chairs. '‘Fm tvaiting for a lady,“ he explained, 
without adding tluit he had arrived at the bar before they had, 
in any case. 'They did not bother to look at him, reserving all 
their energy for the registering of intense disgust. Presently 
another glass was broken. The woman in the corner played 
God Bless America, doubtless with satirical intent. One of the 
Americans heard it and began to sing along with the music in 
a very loud voice. Dyar looked up: the Marquesa de Valverde 
was standing by the table in faded blue slacks and a chamois 
jacket. 

“Don’t get up,” she commanded, as he hastily rose. ** 
she called to someone at another table. He looked at her: 
she seemed less formidable than she had the preceding night. 
He thought it was because she was not made-up, but he was 
mistaken. Her outdoor make-up was even more painstaking 
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than the one ahe used for the evening* It merely did not show. 
Now she was all warmth and charm. 

can^t tell you how kind I think you are/’ she said when 
she had a whisky and soda in her hand. “ So few men have any 
true kindness left these days. I remember my father — what a 
magExificent man he was ! I wish you could have known him — 
he used to say that the concept of nobility was fast disappear- 
ing from the face of the earth. 1 didn't know what he meant 
then, of course, but I do now, and, God, how heartily I agree 
with him! And nobility and kindness go together, "iou may 
not be noble — who knows ? — but you certainly can’t deny that 
it was damned kind of you to go out of your way to meef me 
when I had told you beforehand that I expected a favour of 
you.” 

He kept looking at her. She was too old, that was all. Every 
now and then, in the midst of the constantly changing series of 
expressions assumed by the volatile features, there was a dead 
instant when he saw the still, fixed disappointment of age 
beneath. It chilled him. He thought of the consistency of 
Hadija’s flesh and skin, telling himself that to do so was 
scarcely just ; the girl was not more than sixteen. Still, there 
were the facts. He considered the compensations of character 
and worldly -refinement, but did they really count for much ? 
Ije was inclined to think not, in such cases. “Nothing doing 
there,” he thought. Or perhaps yes, if he had a lot of liquor in 
him. But why bother? He wondered why the idea had ever 
come to him at all. There was no reason to think it had 
occurred to her, for that matter, save that he was sure it had. 

The favour turned out to be absurdly simple, he thought. 
He was merely to fill out a certain form in her name ; he would 
find plenty of such forms in the office. This he was to send, 
along with a letter written on paper with the agency’s letteV- 
head, to the receptionist at the Mamounia Hotel in Marrakech, 
saying that a Madame Worth’s reservation for the twentieth of 
January had been cancelled and that the room was to be 
reserved instead for la Marquise de Valverde. He was then to 
send her the duplicate of the filled-out form. 
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“Can you remember all that?” she said, leaning over the 
table toward him. “ I think youVe quite the most angelic man I 
know.” He was making notes on a tiny pad. “During the 
season the Mamounia is just a little harder to get into than 
heaven.” 

When he had it all written down he drained his glass and 
leaned over toward her, so that their foreheads were only a few 

inches apart. “I’ll he delighted to do this for you ” He 

hesitated and felt himself growing red in the face. “I don’t 
know what to call you. You know — the title. It’s not Mrs. de 
Valverde. But I don’t know ” 

“If you’re wise you’ll call me Daisy.” 

He felt she was amusing herself at his expense. “Well, fine,” 
he said. “What T was going to say is, I’m only too glad to do this 
for you. Buz wouldn’t Jack be the man to do it? I’m just an 
ignoramus in the office so far.” 

She put her hand on his arm. “ Oh, my God ! Don’t breathe 
a word of it to Ja* k, you silly hoy! Why do you think I came 
to you in the first place ? Oh, good God, no ! He’s not to know 
about it, naturally. I thought you understood that.” 

Dyar was disturbed. He said very slowly: “Oh, hell,” 
emphasizing the second word. “I don’t know about that.” 

“Jack’s such an old maid about such things. It’s fantastic, 
the way he runs that office. No, no. I’ll give you the cheque 
for the deposit and you simply send it along with the letter and 
the form.” She felt in her bag and brought forth a folded 
cheque. “It’s all made out to the hotel. They’ll understand 
that that’s because the agency has already made its commission 
at the time the original rescivation was made for Madame 
Werth. Don’t you see?” 

What she was saying seem.ed logical, but none of it made 
any sense to him. If it had to be kept secret from Wilcox, 
then there was more to it than she admitted. She saw him 
running it over in his mind. “As I told you today,” she said 
softly, “you’re not to feel under the least pressure about it. 
It’s terribly unimportant, really, and I’m a beast even to have 
mentioned it to you. If someone else gets the reservation I can 
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easily go to Agadir for my fortiiight’s rest. Please don’t feel that 
Tm relying on your gallantry to do it for me.’* * 

Brusquely he cut her short. “Til do it the first thing 
tomorrow morning and get it off my mind.” He was suddenly 
extremely tired. He felt a million miles away. She went on 
talking; it Was inevitable. But eventually he caught the waiter’s 
eye and paid the bill. 

have a car down the street,” she said. “Where would 
you like to go ?” He thanked her and said he was going to stop 
into the nearest restaurant for dinner. When she had finally 
gone, he walked blindly along the street for a while, swearing 
under his breath now and then. After his dinner he managed 
to find his way to the Hotel de la Playa. Ivven with the elec- 
tricity on the place was dim and shadowy. He went to bed and 
fell asleep listening to the waves breaking on the beach. 

In the morning there was a watery sky; a tin-coloured 
gleam lay on the harbour. Dyar had aw^akened at eight-thirty 
and was rushing through his toilet, hoping not to arrive too 
late at the Atlantide. The Marquesa’s request still puzzled 
him; it was illogical. The idea occurred to him that perhaps it 
was merely part of some complicated scheme of hers — a 
scheme for encouraging what she imagined was a personal 
interest in her. Or maybe she thought she was flattering his 
vanity in appealing to him instead of to Wilcox. But even so, 
the mechanics of the procedure troubled him. He resolved 
not to think about it, merely to get it done as quickly as 
possible. 

Wilcox looked perturbed, tooic no notice of his lateness. 
“Have some coffee?” he asked, and indicated his breakfast 
tray. There was no extra cup. “ I’ll have it in a few minutes, 
thanks, across the street.” Wilcox did not press him, but got 
back into bed and lit a cigarette. 

“I have an idea the best thing right now would be for you to 
learn a little something,” he said meditatively. “You’re not of 
much use to me in the office as you are.” Dyar stiffened, 
waited, not breathing. “I’ve got a lot of reading matter here 
that it would help a lot for you to know pretty much by heart. 
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Take it on home and study it for a while — a .week or so, let’s 
say — ^and then come back and I’ll give you a little test on it.” 
He saw Dyar’s face, read the question, ” With salary. Don’t 
worry, you’re working. I told you that yesterday. As of ye$ter- 
day.” Dyar relaxed a little, but not enough. “The Whole 
thing smells,” he thought, and he wanted to say: “Can’t any- 
one in this town tell the truth?” Instead, he decided to be a 
little bit devious himself for a change, thinking that otherwise 
he would not be able to get Daisy de Valverde’s hotel 
reservation. 

“I’d like to go over to the office for a few minutes and 
finish? typing a letter I was writing last night. Shall I go and 
get those keys you’re having made for me ?” 

He thought Wilcox looked uncomfortable. “To tell the 
truth, I uon t x\iink there’ll be time,” he said. “ I’m going over 
there now, and I il be pretty busy there all day. For several 
days, in fact. A lot of unexpected work that’s come up. It’s 
another good reason for you to take this time off now and 
study up on the stuff. It fits in perfectly with my schedule. 
Those keys like as not wouldn't be ready, anyway. They never 
have things when they promise them here.” 

Dyar took the pile of papers and booklets W ilcox handed 
him, started to go out, and, standine in the open doorway, 
said: “What day shall I get in touch with you?” (He hoped that 
somehow the words would have ironic overtones; he also 
hoped Wilcox would say: “Ring me up every day and I’ll let 
you know how things are going.”) 

“You’ll be staying on at the Playi?” 

“As far as I know.” 

“I’ll call you, then. That’s the best way.” 

There was nothing to answer. “ I see. So long,” he said, and 
shut the door. 

Because he did not trust Wilcox, he felt he had been 
wronged by him. Feeling that, he had a natural and over- 
whelming desire to confide his trouble to someone. Accord- 
ingly, when he had eaten his breakfast and read a three-day- 
old copy of the Paris Herald^ he decided to telephone Daisy 
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de Valverde; believing that the true reason he was calling her 
was to tell her it wpuld not be possible for him to do the little 
favour for her, after all. The annoyance he nOw felt with 
Wilcox made him genuinely sorry not to be able to help her 
in that particular fashion. He rang the Villa Hesperides: she 
was hj^vin^ breakfast. He told her the situation, and stressed 
Wilcox’s peculiar behaviour. She was silent a moment. 

^‘My dear, the man’s a raving maniac!” she finally cried. 
*T must talk to you about this. When are you free 1 ” 

** Anytime, it looks like.” 

Sunday afternoon ? ” 

“What time.^” he said, thinking of the picnic with Hadija. 

“Oh, sixish.” 

“Sure.” The picnic would be over long before that. 

“Perfect. I’ll take you to a little party 1 know you’ll enjoy. 
It’s at the Beidaouis’. I'hey’rc Arabs, and I’m devoted to 

them.” 

“A party?” Dyar sounded unsure. 

“Oh, not a party, really. A gathering of a few old friends at 
the Beidaoui Palace.” 

“Wouldn’t I be a little in the way?” 

“Nonsense. Ihey love new faces. Stop being anti-social, 
Mr. Dyar. It just won’t do in Tangier. My poor poached egg 
is getting cold.” 

It was agreed that she would call for him at his hotel at six 
on Sunday. Again he apologized for his powerlessncss to help 
her. 

“Couldn’t care less,” she said. “Goodbye, my dear. Until 
Sunday.” 

And as Sunday approached and the weather remained 
undecided, he was increasingly apprehensive. It would 
probably rain. If it did, they could not have a picnic and 
there would be no use in liis going to the Parque Espinel to 
meet Hadija. Yet he knew he would go, anyway, on the chance 
that she might be w^aiting for him. Even if the weather were 
clear, he must be prepared for her not being there. He began 
to train inwardly for that eventuality and to repeat to himself 
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that it was of no importance to him whether she appeared or 
not. She was not a real person; it could not matter what a toy 
did. But there was no inner argument he could provide that 
would remove the tense expectancy he felt when he thought of 
Sunday morning. He spent the days learning the facts in the 
material Wilcox had given him, and when he got up on Sunday 
morning it was not raining. 


VIII 

WilgRE THE LiT'iLE side Street ended they came out at the top 
of a high cliff. It was a windy day and the sky was full of fast- 
moving clouds. Occasionally the sun came through, a patch of 
its light along the dark water of the strait below. 

Half-way down, \^he^c the gradient was less steep and bril- 
liant green grass co\ered the slope, a flock of black goats 
wandered. The odcuir of iodine and seaweed in the wind made 
Dyar hungry. 

‘‘This is the life,'’ he said. 

“What you sigh?” inquired lladija. 

“Hike this." 

“Oh, yes!" She smiled.. 

A long series of notches had been hewn in a diagonal line 
across the upper rock, forming a stairway. Slowly they 
descended the steps, he first, holding the picnic basket care- 
fully, feeling a little dizzy, and wondering if she minded the 
steepness and height. “Probably not," he thought presently. 
“These people can take anything." The idea irritated him. 
As they got lower the sound of the waves grew louder. 

On the way down, there was an unexpected grotto to their 
right, partially covered by a small growth of cane. A boy 
crouched there, the dark skin of liis body showing through 
his rags. lladija pointed. 

“He got goats. The guarda.'^ 

“He's pretty young." The boy looked about six years 
old. 
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Hadija did not think so. “All like that/* she said without 
interest. 

Here and there in the strait, at varying distances from the 
shore, a seemingly static ship pointed easftward or westward. 
Dyar stopped a moment to count them: he could discern 
seven. ^ 

“All freighters/' he said, gesturing, but it was half to him- 
self that he spoke. 

“What?*’ Hadija had stopped behind him; she was 
scanning the beach below, doubtless for natives who might 
recognize her. She did not want to be seen. 

“Boats!” he cried; it seemed hopeless to elaborate!. He 
moved his hand back and forth. 

“America,” said Hadija. 

There were a few Moors fishing from the rocks. They paid 
no attention to the picnickers. It was high tide. Getting 
around certain of the points was not easy, since there was 
often very little space between the cliffs and the waves. At 
one spot they both got wet. Dyar was a little annoyed, because 
there was no sun to dry them, but Hadija thought it an 
amusing diversion. 

Rounding a sharp corner of rock they came suddenly on a 
small stretch of sand where a dozen or more boys were running 
about stark naked. They were of an age when one would have 
expected them to want to cover their nudity at the arrival of a 
girl, but that seemed to be the last thing in their minds. As 
Dyar and Hadija approached, they set up a joyous cry, some 
assuming indecent postures as they called out, the others 
entering into group activities of an unmistakably erotic 
nature. Dyar was horrified and incensed. “Like monkeys,’* he 
thought, and he automatically looked down for a stone to 
fling into their midst. He felt his face growing hot. Hadija 
took no notice of the antics. He wondered just what in- 
dignities they were shouting at her, but he did not dare ask. 
It was possible that she considered this frantic exhibitionism 
typical of male behaviour, but it hurt him to see a delicate 
creature like hejr being obliged to witness such things, and he 
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would not believe that she cotild accept them withciquanimity. 
For a second he wondered if by any chance she were so 
preoccupied with her thoughts that she had not noticed the 
boys. He stole a sidelong glance at her and was gratified at 
first to see that she was looking out across the strait, but then 
he caught the fixity of her stare. 

“Son bitch,” she muttered. 

“The hell with them,” he said, turning to smile at her. 
“Don’t look at them.” 

They came to a long beach, completely deserted. Ahead of 
them rose a low mountain covered with cypress and 
eucalyptus; large villas sat comfortably among the trees 
toward the summit. The wind blew harder here. Dyar took 
her hand, from time to time lifted it to his lips and kissed the 
fingers ligh^I ^ 

They rounded ar. other locky point. The wet wind blew 
with added force. A shore of boulders stretched before them 
into the distance. Dyar turned to hei. 

“Hey, where is tins cave.^” 

“You tired now.?” 

“Do you know v here it is or do you just think you know?” 

She laughed gaily and pointed ahead to the farthest cliflF 
jutting into the sea. 

“Go past there.” And she indicated a left turn with her 

hand. 

“Oh, for God’s sake! I'hat’ll take us an hour. You realize 
that?” 

“One hour. Maybe. Too much?” She looked up at him 
mockingly. 

“/ don’t care,” he said with bad grace. But he was annoyed. 

They walked for several minutes without speaking, devoting 
all their attention to choosing the easiest way of getting past 
each boulder. When they climbed down to a tiny cove where 
there was a spring among the rocks, he decided to kiss her. 
It took a long time; her response was warm but calm. Finally 
he. drew away and looked at her. She was smiling. It was 
impossible to tell what she felt. 
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“By GixJ, I’H get a rise out of ypu yfetl ” he said, and he 
laitfdd hef Vf ium Vio]eh%. She triad la^ anawer, but t^ sound 
^Ibler voke Came out into his mooidi and died theta. he 

’mdeSsed her, the same smile was there. It was a dis- 

Otmoerting. He dug in his pockets and pulled out a pack of 
rigarettes which she took from him, tapping the bottom so 
'riiat onebigarette appeared. She held up the pack to his mouth 
and let him take the end of the cigarette between his lips. 

“Service,” he said. “But now I’ve got to light it myself, 
t^t’s sit down a minute.’* 

She chose the nearest rock and he sat beside her, 
llis left arm around her waist. They looked out acrpss the 
Strait. 

He was glad she had chosen the shore of the strait here for 
their picnic, rather than the beach along the bay, although 
actually there would have been more assurance of privacy on 
the beach than here where one never knew what would 
appear around the next point or who might be hiding among 
the rocks. But he liked the idea of being able to see Europe 
across the way while knowing he was in Africa. 

He pointed to the big sand-coloured crest directly opposite. 
** Spain.*' 

She nodded, drew her finger across her throat significantly. 
‘^Bad. They kill you.” 

^'What do you know about it ?*’ he said banteringly. 

know.” She shook her head up and down several times. 

got friends come here never go back. No fackin good 
place.” 

He turned on her, his eyes fierce. 

‘*Hadija! I don't like to hear that kind of talk from girls.” 

^*Huh?'' 

Don't say that again when I'm around, you hear ?” 

She looked innocent and crestfallen. “What's the matter 
you?” 

He tossed his cigarette away and got up. “ Skip it. Come on, 
or we’ll never get there.” He picked up the basket. Conversa- 
tion was by no means easy with Hadija. There were things he 
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would have liked W teU her: that a group of Aoierican boys 
would ^ever haye l^haved ISte the young * Ara^ they had 
pass^^d a while ago. ^But would she have believed her 
experiouce with As^ericans having been limited to the 
who occasionally staggered into the Bar Lucifer, their, $iees 
smeared with lipstick and their hastily donned trousers fc^d 
up by one button ? He wondered.) He would have liked t0"tell 
her in his own way how lovely he thought she was, and why he 
.^ihought so, and to make her understand how much more he 
wanted from her than she was used to having men want. 

They came out onto a broad, flat shelf of land where on the 
side toward the cliffs there had at one time been a quarry. The 
surface was covered with dried thistle plants and a narrow 
path led straight across it. He still walked ahead of her, into 
the hng it push against him all the way from his face 

to his feet, like a great invisible, amorous body. The path, after 
it had traversed the field of thistles, rose and wound among 
the rocks. Suddenly they rounded a corner and looked out 
on the mountainous coastline to the west. Below them great 
blocks of stone rose sheer from the water. 

*‘Be careful,” said Dyar, ‘'You go ahead here so I can keep 
an eye on you.” Ahead to the left he could see the cave, high 
in the vertical wall of rock. Birds flew in and out of smaller 
crevices above it; the roar of the waves covered all sound. 

He was surprised to see that the cave was not dirty. Some- 
one had made a fire in the centre, and an empty tin can lay 
nearby. Tow^ards the back of the cave in a corner there was a 
pallet of eucalyptus branches, probably arranged by some 
Berber fisherman months ago. Near the entrance there was 
one crumpled sheet of an old French newspaper. That was 
all. He set the basket down. Now, after all this, he felt shy. 

“Well, here we arc,” he '’aid with false heartiness, turnbig 
to Hadija. 

She smiled as usual and carefully walked to the corner where 
the leaves covered the stone floor. 

“Good here,” she said, motioning to Dyar. She sat down, 
her legs akimbo, leaning against the wall of the cave. He had 



lOQ LET IT COME DOWN 

been about to KgJu; a cigarette to hide hia confusion- Instead, 
he(i^dhe4 her^n thrc^ strides, thr^^w hmiself full length on 
the feaves and twigs, and reached up to puU her 

face dbwn to his. She cried out in surprise, lost her balance. 
Shri^ng with laughter, she fell across him heavily. Even as 
she' was stilly laughing she was deftly unbuttoning his shirt, 
unfastening the buckle of his belt. He rolled over and held 
her in a long embrace, expecting to feel her body hold itself 
ri^d for a moment, and then slowly soften in the pleasure of 
surrender. But things did not happen like that. There was 
tfeO surrender because there was no resistance. She accepted 
tus embrace, returning his pressure with one arm, whilj the 
Other went on loosening his garments, attempting to slip them 
Odf. He pulled away, sat up. 

fix that,” he said, a little grimly, and straightway 
puUed off the remainder of his clothing. 

“There. How’s that?” His voice sounded unnatural; he 
was thinking: “If she’s going to act like a whore I’ll damned 
well treat her like one.” 

“Now, you too,” he said. And using both hands he began 
to pull her dress off over her head. She uttered a cry and strug- 
gled to a sitting position, 

“Nol No!” 

He looked at her. It was disconcerting to be sitting there 
ns^d in front of this wild-eyed Arab girl pretending to 
her honour. 

“What’s the matter?” he demanded. 

Her face softened; she leaned forward and kissed him on 

d^lips. 

“You lie down,” she said smiling. “Leave dress alone.” 

As he obeyed, perplexed, she added : “You one bad boy, but 
I fix you up good.” And indeed, in another minute she made 
it clear that she was by no means attempting to protect her 
virtue^ she merely had no intention of removing her dress. At 
the same time she appeared to find it perfectly natural that 
JDjfat should be unclothed; furthermore she took obvious 
pl^ure in runping her hands over his body, patting apd 
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pinching his fl^h. Yet he had tlw! conviction that notwith- 
standing her occasional murmurs endearment, for her it 
was all a game. She was unattainable even in the pthfoundest 
intimacy. “Still, hese it is. Tve got her,” he thought. “What 
more did I expect?” Outside the cave beneath the cliffs, the 
sea pounded against the rocks; the air, even up here, wis full 
of fine salt mist. 

“The Garden of Ilesperides. The golden apple,” he 
thought, running his tongue over her smooth, fine teeth. 
Soon it was as if he were floating slightly above the water, 
out there in the strait, the wind caressing his face. The 
soun^ of the waves receded further and further. They 
slept. 

Dyar’s first thought on waking was that twilight had come. 
He raise<^^ h ' . If a bit and surveyed Hadija: she was sleeping 

quietly, one hanci under her cheek and tlie other resting on 
his arm. Like this she looked incredibly young— not more 
than twelve. Overcome with a great tenderness, he reached 
out, smoothed her lorehead, and let his hand run softly over 
her hair. She opened her eyes. The bland, sweet smile 
appeared ; was it an expression of friendship or a meaningless 
grimace ? Reaching around among the branches and leaves, he 
assembled his clothing, leapt up and went outside the cave to 
dress. The sky was more heavily covered, the sun had 
completely disappeared, the light was muffled. A gull balanced 
itself in the wind before him, turning its head from time to 
time to look at the rocks below. Hadija called to him. When 
he went in she had moved to the centre of the cave where she 
sat taking the parcels of food out of the basket. 

“No radio?” she said. “Little radio?” 

“No.” 

“One American lady I know she got one little radio. 
Little. Take it in beach. 'Fake it in room. Take it on caf6 in 
Zoco Chico. You hear music every time.” 

“I hate ’em. I wouldn’t like it here. I like tlie waves better. 
Hear them?” He pointed outside and listened a moment. 
listened, too, and appeared to be considering the sound she 
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heard. JP^sesently she n^i^dded her head add said Good 
xtmikM ^ ? 

he better/" he answered, pleaJ^d that she tUMfer- 
stO^Bo^well. 

^That^S the beautiful. Come from God.’^ She pointed 
ca^ttally upward. He was a little embarrassed, as he ahfvays 
Was^ when a^ serious reference to God was made. Now he 
not sure whether she had really understood him pr not. 

*‘Well, let’s eat.” He bit into a sandwich. 

Bismiriahy'' said Iladija, doing likewise. 

What’s that mean? Good appetite?” 

^‘It mean we eat for God.” 

""Oh.’’ 

•"Fottsay.” 

She repeated it several times and made him say it until he 
had^pronounced it to her satisfaction. Then they ate. 

After lunch he went out and climbed among the rocks for a 
fe^ minutes. It pleased him to see that there was not a soul 
in sight in either direction along the shore; he had half 
expected the gang of youths to follow them and perhaps 
continue their antics below on the rocks. But there was no 
One. When he returned to the cave he sat down outside it and 
Catted to Hadija. 

J/Come on out and sit here. It’s too dark inside.” 

She obeyed. In a moment they were lying locked in each 
Ol^r’s arms. When she complained of the cold rock beneath 
her,, he got his jacket from inside the cave, put it under her, 
and lay down again. 

*^D’you know what I want?” he said, looking at the tiny 
hlbtck knob his head made against the sky in her eyes. 

""""You want?” 

""Yes. D’you know what I want ? I want to live with you. 
All the time. So we can be like this every night, every morning. 
You know ? You understand ? ” 

""Oh, yes.” 

‘"Fll get you a little room, a good room. You live in it and 
Ftt come and see you every day. Would you like that?” 
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'‘I come every day?*’ 

He m0ved one arm^, out from uftdei^ lier and 
gesture^, ^pmting. pay for ihe^room. Ym ift fr. I 
come and see you eveipr night. Yes?’ 

She sbdled. "'All right?* It was as if he had said: "" Whtt & 
you say to starting back in about an hour?'* As this omirred 
to him, he did say: “Want to start back pretty soon?” 

“O.K.” 

His heart sank a little. lie was right: it was the same voice, 
the^ame smile. He sighed Still, she had agreed. 

“But you promise?” 

“What?** 

“You*lI live in the room?** 

“ Oh, yes.’* She took his head between her hands and kissed 
him on each cheek. “You come today?” 

“Come nh* r - The room?” He was about to begin again, 
to explain that he h id not yet rented the room for her. 

“No. No, my room Miss Goode. You come I take you. 
She very good friend. She got room Hotel Metropole.** 

“No. I don’t wan* to go there. What would 1 want to do 
that for? You go if you want.” 

“She tell me you bring you drink whisky.” 

Dyar laughed, “I don’t think she said that, Hadija.” 

“Sure she say that.” 

“She’s never heard of me and I’ve never heard of her. Who 
is she, anyway?” 

“She got one little radio. I said you before. You know. 
Miss Goode. She got room Hotel Metropole. You come, I 
take you.” 

“You’re crazy!” 

Hadija tried to sit up. She looked very much upset. ‘"I 
crazy? You crazy! You think I’m lie?” She pushed him 
the chest with all her might, smuggling to rise. 

He was a little alarmed. To placate her he said: “1*11 cornel 
ril come ! Don’t get so excited, for God’s sake ! What’s the 
matter with you ? If you want me to stop by and see her, Fll 
stop by and see her. I don’t care.” 
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Had^a jrelaxed somewhat, but siili,did not iook^pleased. 

mt pin you dlrink whiakt. You 

*^Yes, yes. Sure, Now you lie back ^down tho-e, IVe got 
som^tbing to tell you.” 

**What?” she asked ingenuously, settling back, her great 
eyes wide., 

‘^This.” He kissed her. I love you.” His open lips touched 
hers all the way around as he said the words. 

Hadija did not seem surprised to hear it. “Again?” she 
sai4» smiling. 


IX 

On Saturdw Hadija had told Eunice Goode that she would 
be out all the next day with a friend. After a certain amount of 
questioning Eunice had got an admission that it was the 
American gentleman and that they were going on a picnic. 
Ste did not think it wise to express any objections. For one 
thing, Hadija had already made it clear that she did not by 
tny means consider this sojourn at the Hotel Metropole a 
permanent arrangement, and that she would leave any time 
she felt like it. (What she hoped to be given eventually w*as an 
apartment of her own on the Boulevard.) And then, Eunice 
malized that in such a situation she was incapable herself of 
^offering a quiet argument; she would straightway be pre- 
cipitated into a violent scene. With her sometimes painfully 
acute objective sense she knew she would be the loser in any 
such quarrel; she was supremely conscious of being a comic 
figure. She knew which of her attributes operated against her, 
they were several. Her voice, while pleasant and easily 
modulated when used with low dynamics, became a thin 
screech as soon as it was called upon to be more than mildly 
expressive. Her torso bulged in rather the same fashion as that 
of a portly old gentleman, her arms and legs were gigantic 
her hypersensitive skin was always irritated and purplish 
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SO that her face 66;eii lodked as though she had just finished 
clinabing to the sujtmiiit'^of a She told hen^lf she 

did not imnd being a confic character; she accepted the fact 
and used it to insulate herself from the tQp--near, ever- 
threatening world A Dressed in a manner which accentuated 
the deficiencies of her body, wherever she went she was a 
thing, rather than a person; she was determined to enjoy to 
the full the benefits of that exemption. 

From the first she had been an object of interest in the 
.streets of Tangier; now, appearing regularly in public with 
Hadija, whom a great number of the lower-class native 
inhabitants knew and the rest swiftly learned about, she 
became a full-fledged legendary figure in the Zoco Chico. 
The Arabs in the cafes there were delighted: it was a new 
variation on human behaviour. 

In the'* four days Hadija had forced her to lead a much 
more active iitf than was her wont, dragging her to all the 
bars and nightclubs the girl had always wanted to see. 
Eunice had met several people she knew at these places. To 
them she had pre ented Iladija as Miss Kumari from Nicosia. 
She thought it unlikely that they would come across anyone 
who spoke modern Greek, and even if they did, she planned to 
explain that the dialect of Cyprus was altogether a different 
laiiguage. 

Notwithstanding her outward coolness, Eunice was greatly 
disturbed when Hadija announced her projected outing. She 
lay back against the pillows watching the harbour as usual, 
saying to herself very firmly that action must be taken. It 
could not be against Hadija, so it must be against th^ 
American. (Since she loathed travel, and Madame Papa- 
constante had so far given no sign that she was going to try 
and get Hadija back, she had renounced the idea of spiriting 
the girl away to Europe.) Going on from there, it was clear 
that one had to know what one w^as fighting. She thought of 
dwelling on the idea that the man had no money, but then she 
decided that there was no line of reasoning which would carry 
any weight with Hadija, and she had best keep still. And for 
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t«(»sMCMiPedtiiedved4war4«Dai«i^^ gb^^BEt- Lad^ fiid 
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noC l)#ta 4tMrto vidousness.^ And he had bad to bOtfoW tMe 
eMpt Mim from his friend. It seemed reasonable to thildc that 
he Wga not too well off. She hoped that was the case; it oould 
be i^troilgly in her favour. Poverty in other people generally 

know your friend,” she said casually. 

“You know?” Hadija was surprised. 

'*Ob» yes. I’ve met him.” 

“Where?” asked Iladija sceptically. 

**Oh, various places. At the Taylor's on the Marshan, at the 
Sphinx Club once, and I think at the Estrada's house on the 
, mountain. He's very nice." 

Hadija was noncommittal. ‘"O.K." 

you want, you can ask him back here when youVe 
ftldshed your picnic." 

no like come here." 

I don’t know," said Eunice meditatively. ‘Tie might 
I imagine he’d like a drink. Americans do, you know. I 
thought you might like to invite him, that's all." 

Hadija thought about it. The idea appealed to her because 
she considered the Hotel Metropole magnificent and luxuri- 
ous, and she was tempted to let him see in what style she was 
She had set out for the Parque Espinel with that 
uilention, but on the walk back with him it occurred to her 
(jtor the first time) that since the American seemed to be fully 
as possessive about her as Eunice Goode, he might not relish 
the discovery that he was sharing her with someone else. So 
ahe hastened to explain that Miss Goode was ill most of the 
tinde and that she often visited her. 'Phe possessiveness he 
0ia|3afested toward her had already prompted her to make the 
attempt to get him to buy her a certain wrist-watch she 
greatly admired. Eunice had definitely refused to get it for her 
bemuse it was a man’s watch — an oversize gold chronograph 
with calendar and phases of the moon thrown in. Eunice was 
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emitieWtly carefiilto dee titat the^ti looted redpe<Safele and 
proi^ily ftiTOiiiiie; watch jtw|ce on the 

way to'lte Meftopote; the American merely smiled ind sSSd: 

aee* Keep 3^ur shirt on, will you?*' She did, not 
completely understand, but at least he had not said 
no. 

When Dyar came into the room Eunice Goode looted jat 
him and said to herself that even as a girl she would not have 
found him attractive. She had liked imposing men, such as 
hlfr father had been. This one was not at all distinguished in 
appearance. He did not look like an actor or a statesman or an 
artist^ nor yet like a workman, a businessman or an athlete. 
For some reason she thought he looked rather like a wire- 
haired terrier — alert, eager, suggestible. The sort of male, she 
reflected with a stab of anger, who can lead girls around by 
the nose, wiihojt even being domineering, the sort whose 
maleness is unnoticeable and yet so thick it becomes cloying 
as honey, the sort that makes no effort and is thereby doubly 
dangerous. Except that being accustomed to an ambiance of 
feminine adulation makes them as vulnerable, as easily 
crushed, as spoiled children are. You let them think that you 
too are taken in by their charm, you entice them further and 
further out on that rotten limb. Then you jerk out the support 
and let them fall. 

Yet in her mad inner scramble to be exceptionally gracious, 
Eunice got off to rather a poor start. She had been away from 
most people for so long that she forgot there are many who 
actually listen to the words spoken, and for whom even 
mere polite conversation is a means of conv^eying specific 
ideas. She had planned the onening sentences wdth the pur- 
pose of keeping Hadija from discov^ering that this was her 
first meeting with the American gentleman. Wearing an old 
yellow satin negligee trimmed with mink (which Hadija 
had never seen before and which she immediately determine 
to have for herself); and being well covered by the ted- 
cdotheS she looked like any other stout lady sitting up in 
bed. 
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!"Tli8 pttj#e!t|iigi|? she cried: 

dd'J^ do, Ododel^ jDj^r iiood M tfee «|oor- 

HiidijE hiili gently for^rd and shut 
Hif|l^^{}ed to the bed and took the profiled hand. 

f^I toswyour mother in Taormina,” said Eunice. “She was 
a dcUghtfuI woman. Hadija, would you call downstairs attd 
ashifor a large bowl of ice and half a dozen bottles of Perrier? 
Xhe whisky’s in the bathroom on the shelf. There are 
cigarettes in that big box there. Draw that chair a tittle. 
I^Tarer.” 

Dyar looked puzzled. “Where?’’ 

VWhat?” she said pleasantly. 

Where did you say you knew my mother ? ” It had not 5^t 
occurred to him that Eunice Goode did not know his 

name. 

**In Taormina,” she said, looking at him blandly. “Or was 
it Juan«les-Pins ? ” 

^Tt couldn’t have been,” Dyar said, sitting down. “My 
niclther^s never been in Europe at all.” 

“Really?” She meant it to sound casual, but it sounded 
aeid. To her such stubborn insistence on exactitude was 
sheer boorishness. But there was no time for showing him she 
disapproved of his behaviour, even if she had wanted to. 
Hadija was telephoning. Quickly she said: “Wasn’t your 
Mrs. Hambleton Mills? I thought that was what 
said.” 

“What?” cried Dyar, making a face indicating that he was 
ail at sea. “Somebody’s all mixed up. My name is Dyar. 
D^Y,A,R. It doesn’t sound much like Mills to me.” Then he 
laughed good-naturedly, and she joined in, just enough, 
she ^thought, to show that she bore him no ill-will for his 
' ripeness. 

'“Well, now we have that settled,” she said. She had his 
name; Hadija believed they had known each other before. 
She pressed on, to get as many essentials as possible 
while Hadija was still chattering in Spanish to the " 
hmtmrk. 
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throi^h on $ winter hoii<ky, or are you ataying a 

v;mr 

Nothing like it. Tm staying a while. I*mwork- 

ing here?’ 

She had expected that. “Oh, really? Where?’* 

He told her. “ I can’t quite place it,” she said, shutting her 
eyes as if she were trying. 

Hadija put the receiver on the hook and brought a bottle of 
whisky from the bathroom. Suddenly Dyar became conscious 
ol^he fact that preparations were being made for the serving of 
drinks. He half rose from his chair, and sat down again on its 

edge, ^ 

“Look, I can’t stay. I didn’t realize — I’m sorry ” 

“Can’t stay?” echoed Eunice, faintly dismayed. 

“I have an appointment at my hotel. I’ve got to get back. 
Hadija tciu ..-r }nu were sick, so I just thought I’d stop by. 
She said you w^anted me to come.” 

“So I did. But I don’t call this a visit.” 

The w^aiter had C(jme in, vset the tray on the table, and gone 
out. 

“I know.” He was not sure which would be less impolite — 
to accept one drink and then go, or to leave without taking 
anything. 

“One quick drink,” Eunice urged him. He accepted it. 
Hadija had ordered a Coca-Cola. She was rather pleased to 
see her two protectors in the same room talking together. She 
wondered if it w^ere dangerous. After all, Eunice knew about 
the man and did not seem to mind. It was possible that he 
would not care too much if he knew^ about Eunice. But she 
would certainly prefer him not to know. She became conscious 
of their words. 

“Where you go?” she interrupted. 

“Home,” he said, without looking at her. 

“Where you live?” 

Eunice smiled to herself : Hadija w^as doing her work for her. 
But then she clicked her tongue with annoyance. The girl 
had bungled it ; he had been put off. 
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he4i«d anawejwsd dryly. 

Why ym go there ? H^tdija pursued. 

Kdw he turued to face her^ 'Xurio$ity kilted a catf* he 
said mock sternness. “Tm going to a party^ no^y.*^ He 
laughed. To Eunice he said: “What a girl, what a girlt But 
she’s nice in spite of it.” 

**I don’t know about that,” Eunice replied, as if giving the 
matter thought. “I don’t think so, at all, as a matter of fact. 
I’ll talk to you about it some time. Did you say a party?” She 
remembered that the Beidaouis were at home on Sunday 
evenings. “Not at the Beidaoui palace?” she hazarded. 

He looked surprised, “That’s right!” he exclaimed. ‘‘Do 
you know them? ” 

She had never met any of the Beidaoui brothers; however, 
they had been pointed out to her on various occasions. ‘T 
know them very well,” she said. “They’re t/ie people of 
Tangier.” She had heard that their father had held a high 
official position of some sort. “The old Beidaoui who died a 
few years ago was the Grand Vizier to Sultan Moulay Hafid. 
It was he who entertained the Kaiser when he came here in 
1906.” 

“Is that right?” said Dyar, making his voice polite. 

Presently he stood up and said goodbye. He hoped she 
would be better. 

Oh, it’s a chronic condition,” she said cheerfully. “ It comes 
mid goes. I never think about it. But as my grandmother in 
Pittsburgh used to say: ‘It’ll be a lot worse before it’s any 
better.’” 

He was a little surprised to hear that she was American: he 
had not thought of her as having any nationality at all. And 
now he was worried about how' to make another rendezvous 
with Hadija in the somewhat forbidding presence of Miss 
Goode. However, it had to be done if he was to see her again; 
he would never be able to get to the Bar Lucifer, where he 
supposed she was still to be found. 

*‘How about another picnic next Sunday?” he said to het. 
Ho might be free all during the week, and then again Wilcox 
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might t^phone him tomorrow, Sunday W{i$ the only safe 

day* 

*‘Sorc/* said Hadija. 

“ Same place ? Same time ? ** 

As,soon as he had gone, Eunice sat up straight in the bed. 
‘^Hand me the telephone book,” she said. 

“What you sigh ?” 

“The telephone book!” 

She skimmed through it, found the name. Jouvenorty 
Pierre^ ing. Ingenieur, engineer. It sounded much more im- 
presaive in French, being connected with such words as 
genius, ingenuity. Engineer always made her think of a man 
in overalls standing in a locomotive. She gave the number 
aiid said peremptorily to Hadija: “Get dressed quickly. Put 
on the new bhu k frock we bought yesterday. I’ll fix your hair 
when Fm dressed.” She turned to the telephone. '' AllSy allS? 
Quiest d Vappareil?'' It w^as a Spanish maid; Eunice shrugged 
with impatience. ^'Ouisiera habJar con la Sciiora Jouvenon. Si! 
La senora!'' While she waited she put her hand over the 
mouthpiece and turned again to Hadija. “Remember. Not a 
word of anything but English.” Hadija had gone into the 
bathroom and was splashing water in the basin. 

“I know,” she called. “No spickin Arab. No spickin 
Espanish. I know\” They both took it as a matter of course that 
if Eunice wxmt out, she w ent with her. At the back of her mind 
Eunice vaguely imagined that she was training the girl for 
Paris, where eventually she w*ould take her to live, so that 
their successful menage would 2\citc the en\y of all her 
friends. 

“.4/?, chere Madame Jouvetwn!'' she cried, and went on to 
tell the person at the other end of the w ire that she hoped she 
was unoccupied for the next few^ hours, as she had something 
she wanted to discuss with her. Madame Jouvenon did not 
seem at all surprised by the announcement or by the fact that 
the proposed discussion would take several hours. “ Vous 
Stes tr^ris aimable,'^ she said, purring the “r” as no French- 
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woman wPiil 4 h^ve dime. It ym agreed that they ahould meet 
in a haif^^ou^ at £41 SeiHitlana^ the small tea^^m at tl^e top of 
the l^fhmea. 

Etinice hung up, got out of bed, and hu^iedly put on an old, 
loosely draped tea-gown. Then she turned her attention to 
clothing Hadija, applying her make-up for her, and arranging 
her hair. She was like a mother preparing her only daughter 
fbf her first dance. And indeed, as they walked carefully side 
by side through the narrow alleys which were a short-cut to 
La Sevillana, sometimes briefly holding hands when the way 
was wide enough, they looked very much like doting mother 
and fond daughter, and were taken for such by the Jerwisb 
women watching the close of day from their doorways and 
hakonies. 

Madame Jouvenon was already seated in La Sevillana 
eating a meringue. She was a bright-eyed little woman whose 
hair, having gone prematurely white, she had unwisely allowed 
to be dyed a bright silvery blue. To complete the mono- 
chromatic colour scheme she had let Mademoiselle Sylvie 
dye her browns and lashes a much darker and more intense 
shade of blue. The final effect was not w ithout impact. 

Evidently Madame Jouvenon had only just arrived in the 
tea-room, as heads were still discreetly turning to get a better 
view of her. Characteristically, Iladija immediately decided 
fhat this lady w^as suffering from some strange disease, and 
she shook her hand with some squeamishness. 

have very little time,” Eunice began in French, hoping 
that Madame Jouvenon would not order more pastry. “The 
little one here doesn’t speak French. Only Greek and some 
English. No pastry, 'fwo coffees. Do you know the Bei- 
daptiis ? ’’ 

Madame Jouvenon did not. Eunice was only momentarily 
chagrined. 

**It doesn’t matter,” she continued. “I know them inti- 
mately, and you’re my guest. I want to take you there now 
because there’s someone I think you should meet. It’s possible 
tlwrt he could be very useful to you.” 
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Madame Xouireaoii put down her fork. As Eunitic oantinued 
talking, now in lowr tones, the little woman’s shining ^^cs 
intense. Her entire expression altered} her 
f^grew clever ancl alert. Presently, without finishing her 
meringue, she reached for her handbag in a businesshke 
manner and laid some coins on the table. “ Tr-res bien,” she 
said tersely. “ On va par-rtir” 




BOOK TWO 



Fresh Meat and Roses 




The Brii)\oi IS^ C^'^cmn^s were unique in that any 

member of one of the \aii()us Luropcan colonies could attend 
without thereby losing face, pioliabK Ixcau^e the fact that the 
hosts were Moslems automaiicalh created among the guests a 
feeling of )l’f’ winch thc\ welcomed without being 
consen us ot ^nigm Th^^ wile of the 1 rench minister could 
chat with tlie lowest Xnxncan lad} tourist and no one would 
see anything extraordinar} about it 1 In- certainly did not 
mean that if the too st caught sight of Madame D’Arcourt the 
next day and had the elfronttrv to recogni/e lie^^ she in turn 
would be recoginzed Still, it was pleasant and democratic 
while it lasted, which was genciallv until about nine. Very few 
Moslems were invited, but theie were alwa\s three or four 
mcnof impoitancc in the Arab w’orld \ erhapsthe leader of the 
Nationalist Part> in tlie Spanish Zone, oi the editor of the 
Arabic daiK in Casablanca, oi a wealtln manufacturer from 
Algier, or the advisoi to the Jalifa of Tetuan. In reality the 
gatherings were held in oider to entertain these few^ Moslem 
guests, to w^hom the unaccountable behav lour of Europeans 
never ceased to be a tascinating spectacle Most of the 
Europeans, of course, thought the Aloslem gentlemen were 
invited to add local colour, ani^ praised the Beidaoiu brothers 
for their cleverness in knowing so well ]ust what sort of Arab 
could mix properly with foreigners 'bhese same people, who 
prided themselves upon the degiee of intimacy to which they 
had managed to attain in their lelationships with the Beidaoui, 
were nevertheless quite unaware that the tw^o brothers were 
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family lives with llieif women and 
chil4%e^ in of tIm fiouaC where no European bad ever 
enierted-^be BO&daoui would certainly not have hidden the fact 
had they been asked, but no one had eve^ thought to <}uestion 
theid about such things. It was taken fbr granted that they 
were two debonair bachelors who loved to surround them- 
selves vdth Europeans. 

That morning, on one of his frequent walks along the water- 
front, where he was wont to go when he had a hangover or his 
home life had grown too oppressive for his taste, Thami had 
met with an extraordinary piece of good luck. He had 
l?(^ndered out on to the breakwater of the inner port, where 
the fishermen came to unload, and was watching them shake 
Out the black nets, stiff with salt. A small, old-fashioned motor- 
boat drew alongside the dock. The man in it, whom Thami 
recognized vaguely, threw a rope to a boy standing nearby. 
As the boatman, who wore a turban that marked him as a 
immber of the Jilala cult, climbed up the steps to the pier, he 
greeted Thami briefly. Thami replied, asking if he had been 
fishing. The man looked at him a little more closely, as if to see 
who it was he had spoken to so carelessly. Then he smiled 
sadly, and said that he never had used his little boat for 
fisjbing, and that he hoped the poor old craft would be spared 
^jsuiph a fate until the day it fell to pieces. I'hami laughed; he 
Understood perfectly that the man meant it was a fast enough 
boat to be used for smuggling. He moved along the dock and 
looked down into the motor-boat. It must have been forty 
-years old; the seats ran lengthwise and were covered with 
decaying canvas cushions. There was an ancient two-cylinder 
F^iy and Bowen engine in the centre. The man noticed his 
Scrutiny, and inquired if he were interested in buying the 
boat. “No,” said Thami contemptuously, but he continued 
to Jock. The other remarked that he hated to sell it but had to, 
because his father in Azemmour was ill, and he was going back 
there to live. Thami listened with an outward show of patience, 
waiting for a figure to be mentioned. He had no intention 6f 
betraying his interest by suggesting one himself. Eventually, 
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as he tossed his cigarette into the water and made as if to go, he 
heard the |Slgure: t^n thousand pesetas. '‘I don’t think you'll 
get mote than five/* he replied, turning to move off. Five I ” 
cried the man indignantly. “ Look at it/' said Thami, pointing 
down at it. “Who's going to give more?” He started to Walk 
slowly away, kicking pieces of broken concrete into the water 
as he went. The man called after him. “Eight thousand!" 
He turned around, smiling, and explained that he was not 
interested himself, but that if the Jilali really wanted to sell the 
boM, he should put a sensible price on it, one that Thami 
could quote to his friends in case one of them might know a 
possible buyer. They argued a while, and Thami finally went 
away with six thousand as an asking price. He felt rather 
pleased with himself, because although it was by no means the 
beautiful speed-boat he coveted, it was at least a tangible and 
immediate p-.>.-s<^ility whose realization would not involve 
either an import licence or any very serious tampering with his 
heritage. He had thought of asking the American, whom he 
liked, and who he fidt had a certain sympathy for him, to 
purchase the boat in his name. It would have been a w^ay around 
the licence. But he thought he did not know him well enough, 
and beyond a doubt it w^ould have been a foolish move: he 
would have had to rely solely on the American’s honesty for 
proof of ownership. As to tHc price, it was negligible even at 
six thousand, and he was positive he could get it down to five. 
There was even a faint possibility, although he doubted it, 
really, that he could get Abdelmalek to lend him the sum. In 
any case, among his bits of property there was a two-room 
house without lights or water at the bottom of a ravine behind 
the Marshan, which ought to bring just about five thousand 
pesetas in a quick sale. 

The end of the afternoon was splendid : the clouds had been 
blown away by a sudden wind from the Atlantic. The air 
smelled clean, the sky had become intense and luminous. As 
Dyar waited in front of the door of his hotel, a long procession 
of Berbers on donkeys passed along the avenue on their way 
from the mountains to the market. The men's faces were 
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brown md wtatber-boraed, the women were surprisingly 
tight with salient, round ied chei^; Dispassionately 

he vmtci^d jog p^t, not realizing how slowly they 
moved until he became aware of the hirge American con- 
vertible at the end of the line, whose horn was being blown 
frantically by the impatient driver. “^Vhat's the hurry?’’ he 
thought. The little waves on the beach were coming in quietly, 
the hills w^ere changing colour slowly with the dying of the 
light behind the city, a few Arabs strolled deliberately along 
the walk under the wind-stirred branches of the palms. It was 
a pleasant hour whose natural rhythm was that of leisure; the 
insistent blowing of the trumpet-like horn made no sense in 
that ensemble. Nor did the Berbers on their donkeys give any 
sign of hearing it. They passed peacefully along, the little 
beasts taking their measured steps and nodding their heads. 
When the last one had come opposite Dyar, the car swung 
toward the kerb and stopped. It was the Marquesa de Valverde. 
*^Mr. Dyar!’' she called. As he shook her hand she said: ‘T’d 
have been here earlier, darling, but I’ve been bringing up the 
rear of this parade for the past ten minutes. Don’t ever buy a 
car here. It’s the most nerve-racking spot in this world to 
"drive in. God!” 

‘T’ll bet,” he said; he went around to the other side and got 
ili beside her. 

'' They drove up through the modern town at a great rate, 
past new apartment houses of glaring white concrete, past 
empty lots crammed to bursting with huts built of decayed 
signboards, packing-cases, reed latticework and old blankets, 
past new cinema palaces and nightclubs whose sickly fluores- 
cent signs already glowed with light that was at once too bright 
totd too dim. They skirted the new market, which smelled this 
, Evening of fresh meat and roses. 'Fo the south stretched the 
sandy waste land and the green scrub of the foothills. The 
cypresses along the road were bent by years of wind. “This 
Sunday traffic is dreadful. Ghastly,” said Daisy, looking 
Straight ahead. Dyar laughed shortly; he was thinking of the 
ixdles of strangled parkways outside New York. “You don’t 



FRESH MEAT AND ROSES I2I 

know what traffic is,” he saidl. But his mind was ikot on what 
was being said, nor yet on the gardens and walls of the villas 
going past. Although he was not given to analysing his 
states of mind, since he never had been conscious of possessing 
any sort of apparatus with which to do so, recently he hsld felt, 
like a faint tickling in an inaccessible region of his being, an 
undefined need to let his mind dwell on himself. There were 
no formulated thoughts, he did not even day-dream, nor did 
he push matters so far as to ask himself questions like: “What 
ihn I doing here?” or “What do I want?” At the same time 
he was vaguely aware of having arrived at the edge of a new 
period in his existence, an unexplored territory of himself 
through which he was going to have to pass. But his perception 
of the thing was limited to knowing that lately he had been 
wont to sit qiiietlv alone in his room saying to himself that he 
was here I iic I'act kept repealing itself to him: “Here I am.” 
There w'as nothing to he deduced from it; the saying of it 
seemed to he connected with a feeling almost of anaesthesia 
somewhere within him. He w^as not moved by the pheno- 
menon; even to himself he fek supremely anonymous, and it 
is difficult to care very much wdiat is happening inside a 
person one does not know\ At the same time, that w’hich went 
on outside w^as remote and had no relationship to him; it 
might almost as well not have been going on at all. Yet he was 
not indifferent— indifference is a matter of the emotions, 
whereas this numbness affected a deeper part of him. 

They turned into a somewhat narrower, curving street. On 
the left was a windowdess white wall at least tw'enty feet high 
which went on ahead, flush with Jic street, as far as the eye 
could follow, “ddiat’s it,” s lid Daisy, indicating the wall. 
“The palace?” said Dyar, a little disappointed. “The Bei- 
daoui Palace,” she answ^ered, aw^are of the crestfallen note in 
his voice. “ It’s a vStrangc old place,” she added, deciding to let 
him have the further surprise of discovering the decayed 
sumptuousness of the interior for himself. “It sure looks it,” 
he said with feeling. “How do you get in?” 

“The gate’s a bit further up,” replied Daisy, and without 
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tmxmtim looked, diiwtly at hica as sift aaii: You’ve 
nusji^ 01^ on tfaif^gs, haven’t yon?’* Hft first 

w^s that she was pitying him for his lack of social 
a^s^tsiges; his pride was hurt, don’t think so,” he said 
quidkly; Then with a certain heat he demanded : “ What sort of 
things? What do you mean ?” 

She brought the car to a stop at the kerb behind a string 
of Others already parked there. As she took out the keys and 
put them into her pui-se she said: “Things like friendship 
and love. I’ve lived in America a good deal. My mother was 
from Boston, you know, so Tm part American. I know what 
it’s like. Oh, God, only too well ! “ 

They got out. “I guess there’s as much friendship there as 
anywhere else,” he said. lie w^as annoyed, and he hoped his 
voice did not show it. “ Or love.” 

”Love!” she cried derisively. 

An elderly Arab swung the grilled gate. They went into a 
darkroom where several other bearded men were stretched out 
on mats in a niche that ran the length of the wmII. These 
greeted Daisy solemnly, without moving. The old Arab 
opened a door, and they stepped out into a vast dim garden in 
vwch the only things Dyar could identify with certainty were 
the very black, tall cypresses, their points sharp against the 
eyening sky, arid the very white marble fountains in which 
W^er splashed w ith an uneven sound. They went along the 
gravel walk in silence betw^een the sw^eet and acid floral smells. 
There were thin strains of music ahead. “I expect they’re 
dancing to the gramophone,” said Daisy. “This way.” She 
led him up a w^alk toward the right, to a wide flight of marble 
atahrs. ‘‘Evenings they entertain in the European wing. And in 
Biitropean style. Except that they themselves don’t touch 
liquor, of course.” Above the music of the tango came the 
chatter of voices. As they arrived at the top of the stairway a 
grave-faced man in a white silk gown stepped forward to 
welcome them. 

”Dear Abdelmalek!” Daisy cried delightedly, seizing his 
twq hands. “ What a lovely party! This is Mr. Dyar of New 
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York.*’ He sh6ok Dyar’s hand Warmly. It is Wjiry kind of the 
Marquesa to bring you to my home^f’ he said* Daisy was 
already greeting other friends; M. Beidaoui, still gr^ing 
Dyar’s hand, led him to a nearby corner where he presented 
him to his brother Hasson, a tall chocolate-coloured gentlemsm 
also clothed in white robes. They spoke a minute about 
America, and Dyar was handed a whisky and soda by a 
servant. As his hosts turned away to give their attention to a 
new arrival, he began to look about him. The room was large, 
comfortable and dark, being lighted only by candles that 
rested in massive candelabra placed here and there on the floor. 
It was irregularly shaped, and the music and dancing were 
going on in a part hidden from his \ision. Along the walls 
nearby wxre wide, low divans occupied exclusively by women, 
all of whom looked o\cr fort\, he noted, and certain of whom 
were surely at ieci.'>r seventy. Apart from the Beidaoui brothers 
there were only two other Arabs in view. One was talking to 
Daisy by an open window^ and the other was joking with a fat 
Frenchman in a cor* er. In spite of the Beidaouis, whom he 
rather liked, he felt smothered and out of place, and he 
wished he had not come. 

As Dyar w\as about to move olf and see w^ho w'as taking part 
in the dancing, llassan tapped him on the arm. ‘‘This is 
Madame Werth,” he said. ‘‘You speak French?” The dark- 
eyed woman in black to whom he w^as being presented smiled. 

“No,” said Dyar, confused. ‘‘ It does not matter,” she said. 
“I speak a little English.” “You speak very well,” said Dyar, 
offering her a cigarette. He had the feeling that someone had 
spoken to him about her, but he could not remember who, or 
what it was that had been said. They conversed a while, 
standing there with their drinks, in the same spot w'here they 
had been introduced, and the idea persisted that he knew 
something about her which he w as unable to call to mind. He 
had no desire to be stuck with her all evening, but for the 
moment he saw no way out. And she had just told him that she 
was in mourning for her husband; she looked rather forlorn, 
and he felt sorry for her. Suddenly he saw^ Eunice Goode’s 
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flu8he4,£^€e in the doorway. ‘*How do you do?" she 

said to {|a$$ah Beidtaoui. Befiiud her was I|ad|}a> loojking very 
"How do you do?" said Hadija, with the iden- 
tical inflection of Eunice Goode. A third woman entered with 
small and grim-faced, who scarcely acknowledged the 
greeting extended to her, but immediately began to inspect the 
^guests with care, one by one, as if taking a rapid inventory of 
the qualities and importance of each. There was not enough 
light for the colour of her hair to he noticeable, so, since no one 
seemed to know her, no one paid her any attention for the 
'moment. Dyar was too much astonished at seeing Hadija to 
continue his conversation; he stood staring at her. .Eunice 
Goode held her by the hand and was talking very fast to 
Hassan. 

"You'll be interested to know that one of my dearest friends 
was Crowm Prince Rupprecht. We were often at Karlsbad 
together. I believe he knew your father." As the rush of words 
went on, Hassan’s face show’cd increasing lack of comprehen- 
sion; he moved backward a step after each few sentences, 
Saying: "Yes, yes," but she followed along, pulling Iladija with 
her, until she had backed him against the wall and Dyar could 
no longer hear what she w^as saying. Somew^hat embarrassed, 
he again became conscious of Madame Worth's presence 
beside him. 

" — and I hope you will come to make a visit to me when I 
am returning from Marrakech," she wms saying. 

"Thank you, Fd like very much to.” It w^as then that he 
recalled where he had heard her name. The cancelled reserva- 
tion at the hotel there w^hich he had been going to give to 
Daisy had originally been Madame Worth's. 

"Do you know Marrakecli ?" she asked him. He said he did 
not. "Ah, you must go. In the winter it is beautiful. You 
must have a room at the Mamounia, but the room must have a 
view on the mountains, the snow, you know, and a terrace 
above the garden. I w^ould love to go tomorrow, but the 
Mamomiia is always full now and my reservation is not before 
the twentieth of the month." 
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Dyar looked at her very hard* She noticed the difference in 
his expressioHi and.lvas slightly startled* 

“Ycm^te going to the Hotel Mamounia in Marrakech on the 
twentieth?’' he said. Then, seeing the suggestion of bewilder- 
ment on her face, he lool^ed down at her drink. “Yours is neatly 
finished,” he remarked. “Let me get you another.” She was 
pleased; he excused himself and went across the room with a 
glass in each hand. 

It all made perfectly good sense. Now at last he understood 
Daisy’s request of him and the secrecy wath which she had 
surrounded it. Madame Werth would simply have been told 
that thefe had been a most regrettable misunderstanding, and 
Wilcox’s office would have been blamed, but the Marquesa de 
Valverde would already have been installed in the room and 
there would hnve been no dislodging her. As he realized how 
close he had come fo doing her the favour he felt a rush of fury 
against her. “ 'Fhe bitch ! ” he said between his teeth. The little 
revelation was unpleasant, and it somehow extended itself to 
the wffiole room and ^ ver}one in it. 

He saw Daisy out of the corner of his eye as he passed the 
divan where she sat; she was talking to a pale young man with 
spectacles and a girl with a wild head of red hair. As he was on 
his way back she caught sight of him and called out: “Mr. 
Dyar! When you’ve made your delivery I want you to come 
over here.” lie held the glasses up higher and grinned. 
“Just a second,” he said, lie was wondering if Madame 
Werth would be capable of the same sort of throat-slitting 
behaviour as Daisy, and decided against the likelihood of 
it. She looked too helpless, which was doubtless precisely 
why Daisy had singled her out as a likely prospective 
victim. 

Back, standing again beside Madame Werth, he said as she 
sipped her new drink: “Do you know^ the Marquesa de 
Valverde?” 

Madame Werth seemed enthusiastic. “Ah, what a delight- 
ful woman! Such vivacity! And very kind. I have seen her 
pick out from the street young dogs, poor thin ones with 
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boiie^ mi to her home and earn fyr them. The 

worl4 ^ W 

pyar laughed abra|)tly; it must have sounded derisive, for 
Madame Werth said accusingly: ** You think kindness does not 
matter?^’ 

*^Sure it matters. It's very important." At the moment he 
feh expansive and a little reckless; it would be pleasurable to 
sit beside Daisy and worry her. She could not see whom he was 
talking to from where she sat, and he wanted to watch her 
reaction when he told her. Presently a Swiss gentleman joined 
them and began speaking with Madame Werth in PVench. 
Dyar slipped away, finishing his drink quickly an4 getting 
another before he went over to the divan where Daisy was. 

*‘Two compatriots of yours," she said, moving over so he 
could squeeze in beside her. “Mr. Dyar. Mrs. Holland, Mr. 
Richard Holland." The two acknowledged the introduction 
briefly, with what seemed more diffidence than coldness. 

“We were talking about New York," said Daisy. “Mr. and 
Mrs. Holland are from New York, and they say they feel quite 
as much at home here as they do there. 1 told them that was 
scarcely surprising, since Tangier is more New York than New 
York. Don't you agree?" 

Dyar looked at her closely; then he looked at Mrs. Holland, 
Iwho met his gaze for a startled instant and began to inspect 
ber shoes. Mr. Holland was staring at him with great 
seriousness, like a doctor about to arrive at a diagnosis, he 
thought. “I don't think I see what you mean," said Dyar. 
“Tangier like New York? How come?" 

‘ “In spirit," said Mr. Holland with impatience. “Not in 
appearance, naturally. Are you from New York? I thought 
Madame de Valverde said you were." Dyar nodded. “Then 
you must see how alike the two places are. 'The life revolves 
wholly about the making of money. Practically everyone is 
dishonest. In New York you have Wall Street, here you have 
the Bourse. Not like the bourses in other places, but the soul 

the city, its raison d'etre. In New York you have the slick 
financiers, here the money-changers. In New York you have 
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your rackfeteefs. Here you teive your RiOugglerd*: And each 
man’s waitiog to suck the blood of the next* It^s not really such 
a far-^fetched comparison, is it?” 

”I don’t know,” said Dyar. At first he had tboi^fat'he 
agreed, but then the. substance of Holland’s argument had 
seemed to slip away from him. He took a long swallow of 
whisky. The phonograph was playing Mama Inez, '‘I guess 
there are plenty of untrustworthy people here, all right,” he 
said. 

“Untrustworthy!” cried Mr. Holland. “The place is a 
model of corruption!” 

“But darling,” Daisy interrupted, “Tangier’s a one-horSe 
town that happens to have its own government. And you know 
damned well that all governments live on corruption. I don’t 
care wha^ svjcialist, totalitarian, democratic — it’s all the 

same. Naturall)' r a little place like this \ou come in contact 
with the government constantly. God knows, it’s inevitable. 
And so you’re always conscious of the corruption. It’s that 
simple.” 

Dyar turned to her. “ I was just talking with Madame fV^erth 
over there.” Daisy looked at him calmly for a moment. It was 
impossible to tell w^hat she was thinking. Then she laughed. 
“I being the sort of person I am, and you being the sort of 
person you are, I think we can skip over that. Tell me, Mrs. 
Holland, ha\ e you read The Thousand and One Nights 

“The Mardriis translation,” said Mrs. Holland wfttout 
looking up. 

^^All of it?” 

“Well, not quite. But most.” 

“And do you adore it ? ” 

“Well, I admire it terribly. But Dick’s the one w'ho loves it. 
It’s a little direct for me, but then I suppose the culture had ito 
nuances either.” 

Dyar had finished his drink and w^as again thinking of getting 
in to where the dancing was going on. He sat still, hoping the 
conversation might somehow present him with a possibility of 
withdrawing gracefully. Daisy was addressing Mr. Holland. 
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‘‘Have you ever ootieed how complkely illogical the end of 
each one of thoii^ thousand and one nights actually is i I’m 
curious to know*’* 

^^Illogical?” said Mr. Holland. “I don’t think so.” 

**Ohf my dear! Really! Doesn’t it say, at the end of each 
night: ‘And Schahrazade perceiving the dawn, discreetly 
became silent’ ?” 

“Yes.” 

“And then doesn’t it say: ‘And the King and Schahrazade 
went to bed and remained locked in one another’s arms until 
nmming’ ?” 

"“Yes,” 

“ Isn’t that rather a short time ? / ft^'cially for Arabs ? ” 

Mrs. Holland directed an obliqu. -^ward glance at Daisy, 
and returned to the contemplation o ^ r feet. 

“I think you misunderstand the .-sequence,” said Mr. 
Hollat^d, sitting up straight with ? ^ .den spasmodic move- 
ment,.' as if he were getting prepar ^ said Daisy. Dyar got 
quickly to his feet. He had decid- say they feerv^nd, 

who he imagined found people ag Jd them that wav 

they were interested in hearing him expoun^^j^y Vork than Neb 
he was a little disappointed to find that 1*11 his 

challenge with such bland complacency, “.rtat Mrs. Hollr an 
eyelash,” he thought. It had been no fun at Jbegan to ii>t her 
the accusation. Or perhaps she had not him witfgnized 
his^ remark as such. The idea occurred to him It a di cached the 
part of the room where the phonograph was, lert he rejected it. 
Her reply could have meant only that she admitted she had 
been found out, and did not care. She was even more brazen 
than he had imagined. For no particular reason, knowing this 
depressed him, put him back into the grey mood of despair he 
had felt the night of his arrival on the boat, enveloped him in 
^e old uneasiness. 

A few couples were moving discreetly about the small floor- 
space, doing more talking than dancing. As Dyar stood 
watching the fat Frenchman swaying back and forth on his 
feet^ trying to lead an elderly English woman in a turban who 
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had taken a little too much drink, Abdelmalek Befdaoui came up 
to him bringing with him a tall Portuguese girl, cadaver-thin 
and with a cast in one eye. It was obvious that she wanted to 
dance, and she accepted with eagerness. Although she kept her 
hips against his as they danced, she leant sharply backward 
from the waist and peered at him fixedly wliile she told him bits 
of gossip about the people in the other part of the room. 
In speaking she kept her lips drawn back so that her gums were 
fully visible. “Jesus, Fvc got to get out of here,” Dyar 
thought. But they went on, record after record. At the close of 
a samba, he said to her, panting somewhat exaggeratedly: 
“Tired'f” “No, no!” she cried. “You are marvellous 
dancer.” 

Here and there candles had begun to go out; the room was 
chilly, an Vv wind came through the open door from the 

garden. It was tha . moment of the evening when everyone had 
arrived and no one had yet thought of going home; one could 
have said that the party was in full swing, save that there was a 
peculiar deadness about the gathering which made it difficult 
to believe that a party was actually in progress. Later, in 
retrospect, one might be able to say that it had taken place, 
but now, while it still had not finished, it was somehow not 
true. 

The Portuguese girl was telling him about Estoril, and how 
Monte Carlo even at its zenith never had been so glamorous. 
If at that moment someone had not taken hold of his arm and 
yanked on it violently he would probably have said something 
rather rude. As it was, he let go of the girl abruptly and turned 
to face Eunice Goode, who was by then well primed with 
martinis. She was looking at the frowning Portuguese girl with 
a polite leer. “I’m afraid you’ve lost your dancing partner,” 
she said, steadying herself by putting one hand against the wall. 
“He’s poming with me into the other room.” 

Under ordinary circumstances Dyar would have told her 
she was mistaken, but right now the idea of sitting down with a 
drink, even with Eunice Goode along, seemed the preferable, 
the less strenuous of two equally uninteresting prospects. He 
£ 
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excused faimsf^lf lamely, letting her lead him away across the 
room into a small, dim library whose walls were lined to the 
ceiling with greying encyclopaedias, reference books and 
English novels. Drawn up around a fireplace with no fire in 
it were three straight-backed chairs, in one of which sat 
Madame Jouvenon, staring ahead of her into the cold ashes. 
She did not turn round when she heard them come into the 
room. 

*^Here we are/’ said Eunice brightly, and she introduced the 
two, sitting down so that Dyar occupied the chair between 
them. 


XI 

For a few minutes Eunice valiantly made conversation; she 
asked questions of them both and answered for both. The 
replies were doubtless not the ones that either Madame 
Jouvenon or Dyar would have given, but in their respective 
states of confusion and apathy they said: '‘Ah, yes” and 
“That’s right” when she took it upon herself to explain to 
each how the other felt. Dyar was bored, somewhat drunk, 
and faintly alarmed by Madame Jouvenon’s preoccupation, 
.while she, desperately desirous of gaining his interest, w^as 
casting about frantically in her mind for a proper approach. 
With each minute that passed, the absurd situation in the cold 
little library became more untenable. Dyar shifted about on 
his chair and tried to see behind him through the doorway into 
the other room; he hoped to catch sight of Hadija. Someone 
put on a doleful Eg}^ptian record. The groaning baritone 
voice filled the air. 

“You have been to Cairo?” said Madame Jouvenon 
suddenly. 

“No.” It did not seem enough to answer, but he had no 
further inspiration. 

“You are inter-r-rested in the Middle East, also?” 

^‘Madame Jouvenon has spent most of her life in Con- 
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stantinople and Baghdad and Damascus, and other fascinating 
places,’* said Eunice. 

‘‘Not Baghdad,” corrected Madame Jouvenon sternly. 
“Bokhara.” 

“That must be interesting,” said Dyar. 

The Egyptian record was interrupted in mid-lament, and a 
French music-hall song replaced it. Then there was the sound 
of one of the heavy candelabra being overturned, accompanied 
by little cries of consternation. 'laking advantage of the 
moment, which he felt might not present itself again even if he 
waited all night, Dyar sprang to his feet and rushed to the 
door. Directly behind him came Madame Jouvenon, picking 
at his sleeve. She had decided to be bold. If, as Eunice Goode 
claimed, the young man was short of funds, it was likely he 
would 3 ^' V , n invitation to a meal, and so she promptly 
exten(ied one ic i the following day, making it clear that he 
was to be her guest. “That’s a splendid idea,” said Eunice 
hurriedly. “I’m sure you two will have a great deal to give 
each other. Mr. Dyar has been in the consular service for 
years, and you probably have dozens of mutual friends.” He 
did not even bother to correct her: she was too far gone, he 
thought. He had just had a glimpse of Hadija dancing with one 
of the Beidaoui brothers, and he turned to Madame Jouvenon 
to decline her kind invitation. But he was not quick enough. 

“At twm tomorrow. At the Empire. You know where this is. 
The food is r-rather good. I will have the table at end, by 
where the bar is. This will give me gr-reat pleasure. We 
cannot speak here.” And so it was settled, and he escaped to 
the table of drinks and got another. 

“You rather bungled that, ’ Eunice Goode murmured. 

Madame Jouvenon looked at her. “You mean he will not 
come?” 

“/shouldn’t if I were he. Your behaviour . . .” She stopped 
on catching sight of Hadija engaged in a rumba with Hassan 
Beidaoui; they smiled fatuously as they wriggled about. “The 
little idiot,” she thought. The sight was all too reminiscent of 
the Bar Lucifer. “She’s surely speaking Arabic with him.” 
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Uneasily she v^alked toward the dance floor, and presently was 
gratified to hear Hadija cry : *‘Oh, yesl to something Hassan 
had aaid. 

Without being invited this time, Dyar went and sat down 
beside Daisy. The room seemed immense, and much darker. 
He was feeling quite drunk; he slid down into a recumbent 
position and stretched his legs out straight in front of him, his 
head thrown hack so that he was staring up at the dim white 
ceiling far above. Richard Holland sat in a chair facing Daisy, 
holding forth, with his wife nestling on the floor at his feet, her 
head on his knee. The old English lady with the turban was at 
the other end of the divan, smoking a cigarette in a very long, 
thin holder. 

Eunice Goode wandered over to the group, followed by 
Madame Jouvenon, and stood behind Holland’.^ chair drinking 
a glass of straight gin. She looked down at the back of his head, 
and said in a soft but unmistakably belligerent \ oice : “ I don’t 
know who you are, but I think that’s all sheer balls.” 

He squirmed around and looked up at her; deciding she 
was drunk, he ignored her, and went on talking. Presently 
Madam Jouvenon whispered to Eunice that she must go, and 
the two went toward the door where Abdelnialek stood, his 
robes blowingdn the beeze. 

f!Who is that extraordinary woman with Miss Goode?” 
a$t)^ed the English lady. “I don’t recall ever having seen her 
before.” No one answered, ” Don’t any of you know?” she 
pursued fretfully. 

“Yes,” said Daisy at length. She hesitated a moment, and 
then, her voice taking on a vaguely mysterious tone; ”1 know 
who she is.” 

But Madame Jouvenon had left quickly, and Eunice was 
already back, dragging a chair with her, which she installed as 
close as possible to Richard Holland’s, and in which she pro- 
ceeded to sit suddenly and heavily. 

^ From time to time Dyar closed his eyes, only to open them 
ag^n quickly when he felt the room sliding forward from 
under him. Looking at the multitude of shadows on the 
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ceiling, he did Dot think he felt the alcohol too much. But it 
became a chore to keep his eyes open for very long at a stretch. 
He heard the voices arguing around him; they seemed excited, 
and yet they were talking about nothing. They were loud, and 
yet they seemed far away. As he fixed one particular part of a 
monumental shadow stretching away into the darker regions 
of the ceiling, he had the feeling suddenly that he was seated 
there surrounded by dead people — or perhaps figures in a film 
thpt had been made a long time before. They were speaking, 
and he heard their voices, but the actual uttering of the words 
had been done many years ago. He must not let himself be 
fooled ifito believing that he could communicate with them. 
No one would hear him if he should try to speak. He felt the 
cold rim of his glass on his leg where he held it; it had wet 
through b- u .rrs. With a spasmodic movement he sat up 
and took a long dnuk. If only there had been someone to whom 
he could have said: ‘'Let's get out of here." But they all sat 
there in another world, talking feverishly about nothing, 
approving and prolcoting, each one deliglited with the sound 
his own ideas made when they were turned into words. The 
alcohol was like an ever-thickening curtain being drawn down 
across his mind, isolating it from everything else in the room. 
It blocked out even his own body, which, like the faces around 
him, the candle flames and the dance music, became also 
increasingly remote and disconnected. “God damn it!" he 
cried suddenly. Daisy, intent on what Richard Holland was 
saying, distractedly reached out and took his hand, holding it 
tightly so he could not withdraw it without an effort. He let it 
lie in hers ; the contact helped him a little to focus his attention 
upon the conversation. 

“ Oh no 1 " said Holland. “ The species is not at all intent on 
destroying itself. That's nonsense. It's intent on being some- 
thing which happens inevitably to entail its destruction, that's 
all." 

A man came through the door from the garden and walked 
quickly across the room to where Abdelmalek stood talking 
with several of his guests. Dyar was not alert enough to see his 
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face as he mo^ed thisough the patches of light in the centre of 
the room, but he thought the figure looked familiar. 

*^Give me a sip,^* said Holland, reaching down and taking 
his wife’s glass out of her hand. “There’s nothing wrong in 
the world except that man has persuaded himself he’s a rational 
being, when really he’s a moral one. And morality must have a 
religious basis, not a rational one. Otherwise it’s just play- 
acting,” 

The old English lady lit another cigarette, throwing the 
match on the floor to join the wide pile of ashes she had 
scattered there. “ That’s all very well,” she said with a touch of 
petulance in her cracked voice, “but nowadays rcligton and 
rationality are not mutually exclusive. We’re not living in the 
Dark Ages.” 

Holland laughed insolently; his eyes were malignant. “Do 
you want to see it get dark ? ” he shouted. “ Stick around a few 
years.” And he laughed again. No one said anything. He 
handed the glass back to Mrs. Holland. “ I don’t think anyone 
will disagree if I say that religion all over the world is just about 
dead.” 

“/ certainly shall,” said the English lady with asperity. 
“But no matter.” 

“I’m sorry, but in most parts of the world today, professing 
a religion is purely a matter of politics, and has practically 
^'nothing to do with faith. 'Fhe Hindus are busy letting them- 
selves be seen riding in Cadillacs instead of smearing them- 
selves with sandalwood paste and bowing in front of Ganpati. 
The Moslems would rather miss evening prayer than the new 
Disney movie. The Buddhists think it’s more important 
to take over in the name of Stalin and Progress than to medi- 
tate on the four basic sorrows. And we don’t even have to 
mention Christianity or Judaism. At least, I hope not. But 
there’s absolutely nothing that can be done about it. You 
can’t decide to be irrational. Man is rational now, and rational 
man is lost.” 

“I Suppose,” said the English lady acidly, “that you’re 
going to tell us we can no longer choose between good 
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and evil? It seenis to me that would come next on your 
agenda.’’ 

“God, the man’s pretentious,” Daisy was thinking. As she 
grew increasingly bored and restive, she toyed with Dyar’s 
fingers. And to himself Dyar said : “ I don’t want to listen to all 
this crap.” He never had been one to believe that discussion of 
abstractions could lead to anything but more discussion. Yet 
he did listen, perhaps because in his profound egotism he felt 
that in some fashion Holland was talking about him. 

“Oh, that!” said Holland, pretending to sound infinitely 
patient. “Good and evil are like white and black on a piece of 
paper. To distinguish them you need at least a glimmer of 
light, otherwise you can’t even see the paper. And that’s 
the way it is now. It’s gotten too dark to tell.” He snickered. 
“Don’t talk to me about the Dark Ages. Right now no one 
could pre. -w.. » ) know where the w^hite ends and the black 

begins. We know ihey’re both there, that’s all.” 

“Well, 1 must say I’m glad to hear we know that much, at 
least,” said the English lady testily. “I was on the point of 
concluding that theie was absolutely no hope.” She laughed 
mockingly - 

Holland yawnea. “Oh, it’ll work itself out, all right. Until 
then, it would be better not to be here. But if anyone’s left 
afterward, they’ll fix it all up irrationally and the w^orld will be 
happy again.” 

Daisy was examining Dyar’s palm, but the light w^as too 
dim. She dropped the hand and began to arrange her hair, 
preparatory to getting up. ''Efifin, none of it sounds very 
hopeful,” she remarked, smiling. 

“It isnt very hopeful/’ he said pityingly; he enjoyed his 
role as diagnostician of civilization’s maladies, and he always 
arrived at a negative prognosis. He would happily have 
continued all night with an appreciative audience. 

“Excuse me. I’ve got to have another drink,” said Dyar, 
lunging up onto his feet. He took a few^ steps for\vard, turned 
partially around and smiled at Daisy, so as not to seem rude, 
and saw Mrs. Holland rise from her uncomfortable position on 
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the floor to occupy the place on the divan which he had just 
vacated. Then he went on, found himself through the door, 
standing on the balcony in the damp night wind. There seemed 
to be no reason for not going down the wide stairs, and so 
he went softly down and walked along the path in the dark 
until he came to a wall. There was a bench ; he sat down in the 
quiet and stared ahead of him at the nearby silhouettes of 
moving branches and vines. No music, no voices, not even the 
fountains could be heard here. But there were other closer 
sounds; the leaves of plants rubbed together, stalks and pods 
hardened by the winter rattled and shook, and high in a 
palmyra tree not far away, the dry slapping of an eiVormous 
fan-shaped branch (which covered and uncovered a certain 
group of stars as it waved back and forth), was like the distant 
slamming of an old screen door. It was difficult to believe a tree 
in the wind could make that hard, vaguely mechanical noise. 

For a while he sat quite still in the dark, with nothing in his 
mind save an awareness of the natural sounds around him; 
he did not even realize that he was welcoming these sounds 
as they washed through him, that he was allowing them to 
cleanse him of the sense of bitter futility which had filled him 
for the past two hours. The cold wind eddied around the 
shrubbery at the base of the wall; he hugged himself but did 
not move. Shortly he would have to rise and go back into the 
fight, up the steps, into the room whose chaos was only the 
more clearly perceived for the polite gestures of the people 
who filled it. For the moment he stayed sitting in the cold. 
^*Here I am,” he told himself once again, but this time the 
melody, so familiar that its meaning was gone, was faintly 
transformed by the ghost of a new harmony beneath it, 
scarcely perceptible and at the same time, merely because it 
was there at all, suggestive of a direction to be taken which 
made those three unspoken words more than a setiseless 
reiteration. He might have been saying to himself: “ Here I am 
and something is going to happen.” The infinitesimal promise 
of a possible change stirred him to physical movement: he un- 
wrapped his arms from around himself and lit a cigarette. 
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XII 

Back in the room Eunice Goode, on her way to being a tittle 
more drunk than usual (the presence of many people around 
her often led her to such excesses), was in a state of nerves. A 
recently arrived guest, a young man whom she did not know, 
and who, in spite of his European attire, was obviously an 
Aiab, had come up to Hadija as she and Eunice stood to- 
gether by the phonograph and greeted her familiarly in 
Arabia?. Fortunately Iladija had had the presence of mind to 
answer: “What you sigh?’’ before turning her back on him, 
but that had not ended the incident. A moment later, while 
Eunice was across the room having her glass replenished, the 
two had v ' begun to dance. When she returned and saw 

them she had wanted terribly to step in and separate them, 
but of course there was no way she could do such a thing 
without having an c'^^cuse of some sort. “ I shall make a fearful 
scene if I start,” she said to herself, and so she hovered about 
the edge of the dance-floor, now^ and then catching hold of a 
piece of furniture for support. At least, as long as she remained 
close to Hadija the girl would not be so likely to speak 
Arabic. That was the principal danger. 

Hadija was in misery. She had not wanted to dance (indeed, 
she considered that her days of enforced civility to strange 
men, and above all Moslem men, had come to a triumphant 
close), but he had literally grabbed her. The young man, who 
was squeezing her against him with such force that she had 
difficulty in breathing, refused to speak anything but Arabic 
with her, even though she kept her face set in an intransigent 
'mask of hauteur and incomprehension. “Everyone knowrs 
you’re a Tanjaouia,” he was saying. But she fought down the 
fear that his w^ords engendered. Only her two protectors, 
Eunice and the American gentleman, knew. Several times she 
tried to push him away and stop dancing, but he only held 
her with increased firmness, and she realized unhappily that 
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any more vehement efforts on her part would attract the 
attention of the other dancers, of whom there were now only 
two couples. Occasionally she said in a loud voice: “O.K.** 
or **Oh, yes!’* so as to reassure Eunice, whom she saw 
watting her desperately. 

^^Ch'andek? What’s the matter with you? What are you 
trying to do?” the young man was saying indignantly. ‘^Are 
you ashamed of being a Moslem? It’s very bad, what you are 
doing. You think I don’t remember you from the Bar 
Lucifer? Ha! Harnqat, entina! Hamqat!'' llis breath smelled 
strongly of the brandy he had been drinking all day. 

Hadija was violently indignant. ''Ana hamqat?^' she*^began, 
and realized too late that she had given herself away. The 
young man laughed delightedly, and tried to get her to go on, 
but she froze into absolute silence. Finally she cried out in 
Arabic: “You’re hurting me!” and breaking from his embrace 
hurried to Eunice’s side, where she stood nibbing her 
shoulder. “Wan fackin bastard,” she said under her breath 
to Eunice, who had witnessed her linguistic indiscretion and 
realized that as far as the young man w’as concerned the game 
was up. 

“Shut up!” She seized lladija’s arm and pulled her oflF 
into an empty corner. 

“I want wan Coca-Cola,” objected Iladija. “Very hot. 
That lousy guy dance no good.” 

“Who is he, anyway?” 

“Wan Moorish man live in I’angier.” 

“I know, but who? What’s he doing in the Beidaoui 
palace?” 

“He plenty drunk.” 

Eunice mused a moment, letting go of Hadija’s arm. With 
as much dignity as she could summon, she strode across the 
room towards Hassan Beidaoui, who, seeing her coming, 
turned around and managed to be talking animatedly with 
Madame Werth by the time she reached him. The manoeuvre 
proved quite worthless, of course, since Eunice’s piercing 
“I say I” began while she was still ten feet away. She tapped 
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Hassan’s ^rm and he faced her patiently^ prepared to listen 
to another series of incomprehensible reminiscences about 
Crown Prince Rupprecht. 

‘‘I say!’’ She indicated Hadija’s recent dancing partner. ‘"I 
say, isn’t that the eldest son of the Pacha of Fez? Fm positive 
I remember him from Paris.” 

“No,” said Hassan quietly. “That is my brother Thami. 
Would you like to meet him ? ” (This suggestion was prompted 
less by a feeling of amiability toward Eunice Goode than by 
one of spite toward Thami, whose unexpected appearance 
both Hassan and Abdelmalek considered an outrage. They had 
sugge^ed he should leave, but being a little drunk he had only 
laughed. If anyone present could precipitate his departure, 
thought Hassan, it was this outlandish American woman.) 
“Will you come?” He held out his arm. Eunice reflected 
quickly, and sa.d . he would be delighted. 

She was not surprised to find Thami exactly the sort of 
Arab she most disliked and habitually inveighed against: 
outwardly Europeanized but inwardly conscious that the 
desired metamorphosis would remain forever unaccomplished, 
and therefore defiant, on the offensive to conceal his defeat, 
irresponsible and insolent. For his part, Thami behaved in a 
particularly obnoxious fashion. He was in a foul humour, 
having met with no success either in attempting to get the 
money for the boat from his brothers, or in persuading them 
to agree to the sale of his house in the Marshan. And again, 
this hideous woman was his idea of the typical tourist who 
admired his race only insofar as its members were picturesque. 

“You want us all to be snake-charmers and scorpion- 
eaters,” he raged, at one point in their conversation, which he 
had inevitably manoeuvred in such a direction as to permit him 
to make his favourite accusations. 

“Naturally,” Eunice replied in her most provoking manner. 
“It would be far preferable to being a nation of tenth-rate 
pseudo-civilized rug-sellers.” She smiled poisonously, and 
then belched in his face. 

At that moment Dyar came in. The candlelight seemed 
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bright to him and he blinked his eyes. Seeing Thami in the 
centre of the roOm, he looked surprised for an instant, and 
then went up to him and greeted him warmly. Without 
seeming to see Eunice, he took him by the arm and led him 
aside* “I want to settle my little debt with you, from the other 
night/' 

*^Oh, that's all right,” said Thami, looking at him expect- 
anUy^ And as the money changed hands, 'J'hami said: “She*s 
here. You have seen her ? ” 

‘ "^^Yeah, sure.” 

‘*You brought her?” 

“No. Miss Goode over there.” Dyar jerked his chin'in her 
direction, and Thami fell to thinking. 

From where she stood Eunice watched them, saw Dyar slip 
some notes into Tham/s hand, and guessed correctly that 
Thami had been the friend who had lent him the money to 
pay Hadija at the Bar Lucifer. It was the realization of her 
worst fears, and in her present unbalanced state she built it 
up into a towering nightmare. The two men held her entire 
future happiness in their hands. If anyone had observed her 
face closely at that moment, he would unhesitatingly have 
declared her mad, and he would probably ha\e moved 
quickly away from her. It had suddenly flashed upon her, 
th^ realization of how supremely happy she had been at the 
Beidaouis' this evening — at least, it seemed so to her now. 
Hadija belonged completely to her, she had been accepted, 
was even having a small success at the moment as Miss 
iCumari, chatting in monosyllables with Dr. Waterman in a 
comer. But Miss Kumari's feet were planted at the edge of a 
precipice, and it required the merest push from either of the 
two, men there (she clenched her fists) to topple her over the 
brink. The American was the more dangerous, however, and 
she already had set in motion the apparatus that was destined 
to get rid of him. “It can't fail,” she thought desperately. But 
of course it could fail. There was no particular reason to 
believe that he would keep the appointment so clumsily 
arranged by Madame Jouvenon for tomorrow, nor were there 
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any grounds for confidence in her ability to make matters go as 
they were supposed to go. She opened her mouth wide and 
after some difficulty belched again. The room was going 
away from her; she felt it draining off into darkness. Making a 
tremendous effort, she prevented herself from tipping side- 
ways toward the floor, and took a few steps forward, perhaps 
with the intention of speaking to Dyar. But the effort was too 
much. Her final remaining energy was used in reaching a 
nearby empty chair; she slid into it and lost consciousness. 

Daisy had joined Dyar, without, however, paying any 
notice to ddiami, who unobtrusively walked away. ‘‘Good 
God!’* she cried, seeing Eunice’s collapse. “That’s a lovely 
sight. I don’t intend to be delegated to carry it home, though, 
which is exactly what will happen unless 1 leave.” She paused, 
and seemed to bo changing her mind. “No! Her little Greek 
friend mn just ca 1 for a taxi and the servants can dump her in. 
I’m damned if I’ll play chauffeur to Uncle Goode, and Fra 
damned if I’ll go home to keep from doing it, either. Hassan — 

aren’t they both sw et.^ don’t you love them.^ ” Dyar 

assented. “ —He’s offered to show^ us the great room, and 
that doesn’t happen every day. I’ve seen it only once, and Fm 
longing to see it again. So there’s going to be no victim here, 
making a Red Cross ambulance out of the car, and going up 
that fiendish narrow street to the M'^tropole. God.” She 
paused, then w^ent on. “They’re not ready to take us yet. 
They w^ant to w^ait till a few more people have left. But I 
must talk to you before you disappear again. I saw you run 
out, darling. You’ve got to stop acting like a pariah. Come over 
here and sit down. I’ve got tw^i things to say to you, and both 
are important, and not very plessant.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Just let me do the talking, and listen.” They sat dowm on 
the same divan where they had been sitting a half-hour ago. 
The fresh air had made him feel better, and he had decided 
not to take any more whisky. She laid her hand on his ann; 
the diamonds of her bracelets shone in the candlelight. 
“Fm practically certain Jack Wilcox is about to get himself 
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into trouble* It seems most su^picious^ the fact that he's 
keeping you ot^t of his office. The moment ydu told me that, I 
knew something peculiar was going on. He's always been an 
ass imhis business dealings, and he's no less of one now. By 
ass I mean stupidly careless. God, the idiots and scoundrels 
he's taken into his confidence! You know, everyone here's got 
some little peccadillo he’s hoping to hide. You know, fa va 
sans dire. Everyone has to make a living, and here no one asks 
questions. But Jack practically advertises his business in- 
discretions. He can’t make a move now without the entire 
scum of the Zone knowing about it. Which would be all right 
if there were any protection, which obviously there carf't be in 
such cases. You just have to take your chances.” 

Dyar was listening, but at the same time he was uneasily 
watching the other end of the room where he had observed 
Hadija and Thami engaged in what appeared to be an intense 
and very private conversation. ” What arc you talking about?” 
he demanded rudely, turning suddenly to stare at her. 

Daisy misinterpreted his question. “My dear, certainly no 
one but an imbecile would think of trying to enlist the help of 
the police in such matters. I love Jack; I think he’s a dear. But 
I certainly think you should be warned. Don’t get involved in 
any of his easy money schemes, bhey crack up. ’rherc are 
plenty of ways of making a living here, and quite as easy, 
without risking getting stabbed or shot.” 

Now Dyar looked at her squarely and laughed. 

“I know I'm drunk,” she said. “But I also know what I'm 
paying. I can see you’re going to laugh even more at the other 
thing I’ve got to tell you.” Dyar cast a troubled glance 
behind him at Hadija and Thami, 

Daisy's voice was suddenly slightly harsh. “Oh, stop break- 
ing your neck. He’s not going to run off with your girl-friend.” 

Dyar turned his head back swiftly and faced her, his mouth 
Open a little with astonishment. “ What.^” 

She laughed. “Why are you so surprised? I told you 
evetyone know’s everything here. What do you think I have a 
good pair of Zeiss field-glasses in my bedroom for, darling? 
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You didn’t know I had such a thing ? Well* I have, and they 
were in use today, X^ere^s a short stretch of shore-line 
visible from one corner of the room. But that’s not what I was 
going to tell you,” she went on, as Dyar, trying to picture to 
himself just what incidents of his outing she might have seen, 
felt his face growing hot. “Fd like to sock her in that smug 
face,” he thought, but she caught the unspoken phrase. 
"‘You’re angry with me, darling, aren’t you?’' He said 
nothing. “I don’t blame you. It was a low thing to do, but 
Fin making amends for it now by giving you some very 
valuable advice.” She began to speak more slowly and 
impressively. “Madame Jouvenon, that frightful little woman 
you went off into the other room with, is a Russian agent. A 
spy, if you like the word better.” She sat back and squinted 
at him, as if measure the effect of that piece of news. 

It scimcd tu uave brought him round to a better humour, 
for he chuckled, took her hand and smoothed the fingers 
slowly; she made no effort to withdraw it. “At least,” she 
continued, “ Fve hci d it from tvvo distinct sources, neither of 
which I have any reason to doubt. Of course, it’s a perfectly 
honourable way of making a living, and we all have our agents 
around, and I daresay she’s not even a particularly efficient 
one, but there you are. So those are my two little warnings for 
tonight, my dear young man, and you can take them or leave 
them, whicheveryou like.” Shepulled herhand awaytosmooth 
her hair. “I shouldn’t have told you, really. God knows how 
much of a chatterbox you are. But if you quote me I shall deny 
ever having said a word.” 

“Fll bet you would,” he said. “And the same goes for the 
room in Marrakech. Right?” 

She took the tip of one of his fingers between her thumb and 
forefinger, squeezed it hard, and looked at him seriously a 
moment before she said: “I suppose you think that was 
immoral.” 

The company was thinning; people were leaving now in 
groups. Abdelmalek and Hassan Beidaoui stood one on each 
side of the door, bowing and smiling. There were not more 
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than ten gueats ieft^ including the Hollands, who had fo^nd 
an old swing record in the pile, and were now doing some very 
serous jitterbugging, alone on the floor. One of the two 
Ardh gentlemen stood watching them, an expression of 
satisfaction on his face, as though at last he were seeing what 
hellad come here to see. 

Thami and Hadija still conversed, but the important points 
in their talk had all been touched upon, with the result that 
Thami now suspected that the money for his boat might 
conceivably be donated by Eunice Goode. Many members of 
the lower stratum of society in Tangier naturally knew per- 
fectly well who Hadija was, but there was next to no contact 
betw'een that world of cast-off clothing, five-peseta cognac and 
cafds whose patrons sat on mats smoking kif and playing 
ronda, and this other more innocent woild up here in which it 
was only one step from wanting a thing to having it. Never- 
theless, he knew both worlds; he was the point of contact. 
It was a privileged position and he felt it could be put to 
seriotis use. Nothing of all this had been said to Hadija; 
encouraged by him she had told all the important facts. No 
Arab is foolish enough to let another Arab know that both are 
stalking the same prey — after all, there is only a certain 
amount of flesh on any given carcass. And while the tentative 
m^imurn set by* Thami was only whatever the price of the 
boat should finally turn out to be, still, he knew that Hadija 
would consider as her rightful property every peseta that went 
to him. Like most girls with her training, basically Hadija 
thought only in terms of goods delivered and payment 
received; it did not occur to her that often the largest sums go 
to those who agree to do nothing more than stay out of the 
way# This is not to say that she was unaware of the position of 
power enjoyed by Thami in the present situation. “You 
won’t say a word ?” she whispered anxiously. 

‘^We’re friends. More than friends,” he assured her, 
looking steadily into her eyes. “Like brother and sister. And 
Muslimin, both of us. How could I betray my sister ? ” 

She was satisfied. But he continued. “And tonight, what 
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are you doing?’’ She knew what that meant. If it had to be, 
there was nothing to do about it, and tonight was the most 
likely time, with Eunice in her present state. Hadija glanced 
across at the massive body sprawled on the chair. 

“Call a taxi,” continued Tharni. “Get the servants to put 
her in. Take her home and see that she’s in bed. Meet me 
outside the Wedad pastry shop in the dark part there at the 
foot of the steps to the garden. I’ll be there before you, so you 
won’t have to wait.” 

^^Ouakha'' she agreed. She was going to get nothing for it, 
yet it had to be done. To remain Miss Kumari she must go 
back and be the Iladija of the pink room behind the Bar 
Lucifer. She looked at him with imdissimuiated hatred. He 
saw it and laughed; it made her more desirable. 

“Little si ' ! • murmured, his lips so close to the lobe 
of her ear that they 1 /ushed it softly in forming the word. 

She got up. Save for Eunice they were alone in the room. 
The remaining guests had gone out, were being taken through 
the blue court, the jas.nin court, the marble pavilion, to the 
vast, partially ruined ballroom where several sultans had 
dined. But Iladija was too perturbed to notice that she had 
not been invited to make the tour along with the others. 

“You call a taxi. The telephone is in there.” lie indicated 
the little library. “I’ll take care of her.” He went out to the 
entrance lodge and got two of the guards to come in and carry 
Eunice to the gate, where they laid her on a mat along one of 
the niches until the cab arrived. He sat in front with the driver 
and went along as far as Bou Arakia, where he got out and after 
saying a word through the open window to Iladija, walked off 
into the dark in the direction of the Zoco de Fuera. 

The European guests were not taken back into the European 
wing; Abdelmalek and Hassan ltd them directly to the gate 
on the street, bade them a gracious goodbye, and stepped 
behind the high portals which were closed and noisily 
bolted. It was a little like the expulsion from Eden, thought 
Daisy, and she turned and grinned at the Flollands. 

‘‘ May I drive you to your hotel ? ” she offered. 
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They protested that it was nearby, but Daisy snorted with 
impatience. She knew she was going to take them home, and 
she wanted to start. “Get in,” she said gruffly. “It’s a mile 
at least to the Pension Acacias.” 

The final good nights were called as the other guests drove 
off. 

“But it’s out of your way,” objected Richard Holland. 

“Stuff and nonsense! Get in! How do you know where I’m 
going? I’ve got to meet Luis more or less in that neighbour- 
hood.” 

“Sh! What’s that?” Mrs. Holland held up a silencing 
finger. From somewhere in the dark on the other side of the 
street came a faint chorus of high, piercing mews. 

“Oh, God! It’s a family of abandoned kittens,” moaned 
Daisy. “The Moors are always doing it. When they’re born 
they simply throw them out in a parcel into the street like 
garbage.” 

“The poor things!” cried Mrs. Holland, starting across 
the pavement toward the sound. 

“Come back here!” shouted her husband. “Where do you 
think you’re going ? ” 

She hesitated. Daisy had got into the car, and sat at the 
wheel. 

“I’m afraid it’s hopeless, darling,” she said to Mrs. Holland. 

“Come owl” Holland called. Reluctantly she returned and 
got in. When she was beside him in the back seat he said: 
“ What did you think you were going to do ? ” 

She sounded vague. “I don’t know. 1 thought we might 
take them somewhere and give them some milk.” The car 
started up, skirting the wall for a moment and then turning 
through a park of high eucalyptus trees. 

Dyar, sitting in front with Daisy, and infinitely thankful to 
be out of the Beidaoui residence, felt pleasantly relaxed. He 
had been listening to the little scene with detached interest, 
rather as if it were part of a radio programme, and he expected 
now to hear an objection from Holland based on grounds 
bf practicalitjy. Instead he heard him say: “Why in hell try 
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to keep them alive? TheyVe going to die, anyway, sooner or 
later/^ 

Dyar turned his head sideways and shouted against the 
trees going by: '‘So are you, Holland. But in the meantime 
you eat, don't you ” 

There was no reply. In the back, unprotected from the wet 
sea wind, the Hollands were shivering. 


XIH 

The next morning was cloudy and dark; the inescapable 
wind was blowing a gale from the east. Out in the harbour the 
few freighter r there rocked crazily above the white- 

caps, aiid tlie vioieui waves rolled across tht wide beach in a 
chaos of noise and foam. Dyar got up early and showered. 
As he dressed he stood in the window, looking out at the 
agitated bay and the grey hills beyond it, and he realized 
with a slight shock that not once since he had arrived had he 
gone to inquire for his mail. It was hard to believe, but it 
simply had not occurred to him. In his mind the break with 
the past had been as complete and definitive as that. 

At the desk downstairs he inquired tht way to the American 
Legation, and set out along the waterfront on foot, stopping 
after ten minutes or so of battling against the wind at a small 
cafe for breakfast As he sat down at the teetering little table he 
noticed that his garments were sticky and wet with the salt 
spray in the air. 

He found the Legation witliouu difficulty; it was just inside 
the native town, through an archway cut in the old ramparts. 
In the waiting-room he was ask^^d by an earnest young man 
with glasses to sign the visitors’ register, whereupon he was 
handed one letter. It was from his mother. He wandered a 
while in the twisting streets, pushing through crow^ds of small 
screaming children, and looking vaguely for a place where he 
could sit down and read his letter. From a maze of inner 
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streets he came o\it upon the principal thoroughfare for 
pe(iestriahS| and followed it downhill Presently he arrived at 
a large flat terrace edged with concrete seats, overlooking the 
docks. He sat down, oblivious of the Arabs who looked at him 
with their eternal insolent curiosity, and, already in that 
'peculiarly unreal state of mind which can be induced in the 
traveller by the advent of a letter from home, tore open the 
envelope and pulled out the small, closely-written sheets. 

Dear Nelson, 

I have neglected you shamefully. Since I'uesday for one 
reason or another I have put off writing, and here it is 
Saturday. Somehow after jou left I didn’t have much 
“gumption” for a few days! Just sat around and read and 
sewed, and did what light housework I could without 
tiring myself too much. Also had one of my rip-roaring sick- 
headaches which knocked me out for 24 hours. Ilow^ever, 
I am fine now*, and have been for several da>s. Let me tell 
you it w*as a terrible moment when they pulled up that gang- 
plank! Do hope you had no unpleasant experiences wnth 
your cabin mates on the w'ay o\er. They didn’t look too 
good to me. Your father and I both thought you w*ere in for 
something, fjom the looks of them. 

We are planning on driving down to Wilmington for 
Aunt Ida’s birthday. Your father is quite busy these days 
and comes home tired, so I guess one trip will be enough 
for this winter. Don’t want him to get sick again. 

Tho’t you might be interested in the enclosed clipping. 
That Williams girl certainly didn’t lose any time finding a 
new fiance, did she? Well, it seems as though practically 
all your old friends were married and settled down now. 

We were over at the Mott’s (Dr.) last evening after an 
early movie. He is in bed wdth a bad kidney and we have 
been several times to see them. Your father had a short 
visit upstairs with him, has two male nurses & is a very sick 
man. Louise, whom I don’t think you have seen in twenty 
years, had come down unexpectedly to see how things 
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were ^oing. She is a very attractive young woman, two 
children now. She is most interested in your doings. Says 
she once stopped at Tangier for an afternoon on a Mediter- 
ranean cruise when she was in college. Didn’t think much 
of it. She was reminiscing about the good times you all used 
to have, and wondered if I still made the coconut macaroons 
I used to make. Says she never forgot them and the cookies. 
Naturally I had forgotten. 

Well, I am getting this in the mail today. 

Please take care of your health, just for my sake. Re- 
member if you lose that you lose everything. I have been 
reading up on Morocco in the encyclopaedia and I must say 
it doesn’t sound so good to me. They seem to have practic- 
ally every sort of disease there. If you let yourself get run 
down in a^ , v ^ jq’ic asking for trouble. I don’t imagine 
the docLors ovei t^ ere arc any too good, either, and the 
hospital conditions must be very primitive. 

I shall be on tenterhooks until 1 hear from you. Please 
give Jack Wilcox my ^cst. I hope he is al)le to make a go of 
his business. What with all the difficulties placed in the 
way of travel nowadays, both your father and I are very 
dubious about it. However, he must know whether he is 
making money or not. I don’t see how he can. 

May and Wesley Godfrey were in the other evening, told 
them all about your venture. They said to wish you good 
luck, as you’d probably need it. Your father and I join 
with them in the hope that everything goes off as you 
expect it to. 

Well, here is the end of my paper so I will quit. 

Love to you from 
Mother. 

PS. It seems it was Algiers that Louise Mott was in, not 
Tangier. Has never been in the latter. Your father told me 
just now when he came home for lunch. He is disgusted 
with me. Says I always get everything mixed up ! 

Love again. 
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When he had finished reading he folded the letter slowly 
afid put It back into the envelope. He raised hi® head and 
Idbked around him. A little Arab boy, his face ravaged by a 
virulent skin disease, stood near him, studying him silently — 
his shoes, his raincoat, his face. A man wearing a tattered 
outmoded woman’s coat, high-waistcd, with peaked shoulders 
and puffed sleeves, walked up and stopped near the boy, also 
to stare. In one hand he carried a live hen by its wings; the 
hen was protesting noisily. Annoyed by its squawks, Dyar rose 
and w^ent back into the street. Reading the letter had left him 
in an emotional no-man’s-land. The street looked insane with 
its cheap bazaar architecture, its Coca-Cola signs iii Arabic 
script, its anarchic assortment of people in damp garments 
straggling up and down. It had begun to rain slightly. He put 
his hands into the pockets of his raincoat and walked ahead 
looking down at the pavement, slowly climbing the hill. 
An idea had been in his mind, he had intended to do something 
this morning, but now since reading his mother’s letter he did 
not have the energy to stop and try to recall what it had been. 
Nor w^as he certain whether or not he would keep the luncheon 
appointment with the unpleasant \Aoman he had met last 
night. He felt under no particular obligation to put in an 
appearance; she had given him no chance to accept or refuse, 
had merely ordered him to be at the Empire at tw'o o’clock. 
He would either go or not go when the time came. He did 
not really believe Daisy’s fantastic story about her being a 
Russian agent; as a matter of fact, he rather hoped she would 
turn out to be something of the sort, something a little more 
serious than the rest of the disparate characters he had met 
here so far, and a spy for the Soviet Government would 
certainly be that. 

Under the trees of the Zoco de Fuera the chestnut vendors* 
fires made a fog of heavy, rich smoke. From time to time a 
rough gust of wind reached down and scooped the top layer 
out into the air above the trees, where it dissolved. He looked 
suspiciously at the objects offered for sale, spread out in 
patterns and mounds on the stone slabs of the market. There 
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were little truncated bamboo tubes filled with kohl, an infinite 
variety of roots, resins and powders, rams’ horns and porcu- 
pine skins, heavy with quills, and an impressive assortment of 
claws, bones, beaks and feathers. As the rain fell with more 
determination, those women whose wares were not protected 
by umbrellas began to gather them up preparatory to moving 
off toward more sheltered places. He still felt coreless; he was 
no one, and he was standing here in the middle of no country. 
The -place was counterfeit, a waiting-room between connec- 
tions, a transition from one way of being to another, which for 
the moment was neither way, no way The Arabs loped by in 
their refiabilitated European footgear which made it im- 
possible for them to walk in a natural fashion, jostled him, 
stared at him, and tried to speak with him, but he paid them no 
attention. ’ \ municipal buses moved into the square, 

unloaded, loaded, moved out, on their way to the edges of the 
city. A little way beyond the edges of the city was the border of 
the International Zone, and beyond that were the mountains. 
He said to himself that ne was like a prisoner who had broken 
through the first bar of his cell, but was still inside. And free- 
dom was not on sale for three hundred and ninety dollars. 

He decided it would do no harm to stop in and see Wilcox. 
A week or so, he had said, and this was the seventh day. He 
approached the entrance of the building with a rapidly in- 
creasing sensation of dread, although a moment ago he had not 
been conscious of any at all. Suddenly he found himself inside 
the pastry shop, sitting down at a table, ordering coffee. Then 
he asked himself what was w^orrying him. It was not so much 
that he realized Wilcox would be annoyed to see him come 
around without waiting to be telephoned, but that he knew 
the time had come to bring up the subject of money. And he 
knew that Wilcox knew it, would be expecting it, and so he 
was worried. He lit a cigarette to accompany his coffee; the 
hot liquid reinforced the savour of the smoke. When he had 
finished the coffee he slapped his knee and rose with deter- 
mination. ‘‘ WeVe got to have a showdown,” he thought. But 
the Europe- Africa Tourist Service might as well have been a 
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dentist’s office for the reluctance with which he climbed the 
staifs sold dteW near its dobr. 

ile knocked. cried Wilcox. He turned the knob; the 

door was locked. ^^Quien?*^ Wilcox called, with an edge of 
vexation or nervousness to his voice. Dyar hesitated, and was 
at)OUt to say: “Jack?** when the door was flung open. 

As Dyar looked into Wilcox’s face, he saw the expression in 
his eyes change swiftly to one of annoyance. But the first 
emotion he had caught there had been one of unalloyed fear. 
Involuntarily Wilcox made a loud clicking sound of exaspera- 
tion. Then he stepped back a little. 

“Come in.’* 

They remained standing in the ante-room, one on each side 
of the low table. 

“What can I do for you?” 

“IVe got all that stuff you gave me down pat, pretty much. 
I thought I’d drop around and say hello.” 

“Yeah,” Wilcox paused. “I thought we said I’d call you. I 
thought you understood that.” 

“I did, but you didn’t call.” 

“Any objection to waiting a few days ? Fve still got a lot of 
stuff here I’ve got to clear up. There’s no room for you here 
now.” 

Dyar laughed ; Wilcox broke in on his laughter, his voice a 
bit higher in pitch. “ I don’t want you here. Can’t you get that 
through your head ? I’ve got special reasons for that.” 

Dyar took a deep breath. “I’ve got special reasons for com- 
ing here. I need some cash.” 

” Wilcox narrowed his eyes. “What happened to all those 
express cheques you had last w^eek? Damn it, I told you you 
were working for me. Do I have to sign a contract ? I owe you a 
week’s wages, right? Well, I’d planned to pay you by the 
month, but if you want, I can make it twice a month. I know 
you’re short. It’s a nuisance to me, but I can do it that way 
if you like.” 

“But Jesus Christ, I need it now.” 

“Yeah, but I can’t give it to you now. I haven’t got it.” 
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“What do you mean, you haven^t got it ? It*s not that much/’ 
Dyar leered a bit as he said this, 

“Listen, Nelson,” began Wilcox, his face taking on a long- 
suffering look (“Fake,” thought Dyar), “Fm telling you the 
truth. I haven’t got it to give you. Fve got a back bill at the 
Atlantide that w^ould sink a ship. Whatever comes in goes to 
them now. If it didn’t I’d be in the street. You can see for 
yourself how much business I’m doing in here.” 

There were footsteps in the corridoi. Wilcox stepped to the 
door and tried it; it was locked, but a vestige of alarm flickered 
across his face. Dyar said nothing. 

“Lo^,” he went on, “ I don’t want you to get the idea that 
I’m stalling or anything. You’re working for me. It may just be 
a crazy idea of mine, but I think things are going to open up 
very soon, and I want you to be broken in and ready for the big 
day when it conics . ’ ’ 

“I didn’t say you were stalling. I just said I needed money. 
But if you haven’t got one week’s pay now, how the hell do you 
expect to have twice r much n<‘xt w’eck? 

“That’s a chance w^e both have to take.” 

“Both! ” He looked derisively at Wilcox. 

“Unless you’re a bigger goddam fool than I think you 
are you’ve still got a few express cheques left that’ll last you at 
least till next week.” 

“That’s got nothing to do with it. I’m trying to save those 
for an emergency.” 

“Well, this is your emergency.” 

“That’s what you think.” Dvar turned toward the door, 
opened it and stepped out into the corridor. 

“ Come here,” said Wilcox, follow ing him quickly. lie stood 
in the doorway and held out a five-hundred-peseta note. 
“You’ve got me all wTong. Jesii'^ ! They don’t make ’em stub- 
bornerl You really think I’m trying to gyp you, don’t you?” 
He glanced nervously up and dow n the corridor. 

don’t think anything,” Dyar said. He was trying to 
decide whether or not to take the money; his first impulse had 
been to refuse it, but then that seemed like a gesture of 
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childish pettilapce. He reached for it, and said: “Thanks.*’ 
Immedialtely^ afterward he was furious with hiimelf. This 
an^r was not assuaged by Wilcoxes next words. 

“And now, for God’s sake, keep out of here until I call you, 
Will you? Please ! The last word was more a shout of relief 
tiijan of entreaty. 

Again he cast a worried glance along the hall, and, stepping 
hiside the office, shut the door. 

Slowly Dyar went down the stairs, still raging against him- 
^if for his blundering behaviour. The money had been handed 
him as though he were a blackmailer come to exact more than 
the usual figure. Now it would be more difficult thait ever to 
put the affair on a normal business basis. 

As he stepped out into the street he realized that the rain was 
pouring down now. The sidewalks were empty ; everyone had 
taken shelter under awnings, in doorways and arcades. Only 
an occasional Arab splashed along, seemingly oblivious of the 
storm. The pastry shop was crowded with people peering out 
into the street, most of them standing near the door so that if 
they were approached by a waitress they could move outside. 
He pushed through their ranks, sat down again and ordered 
another coffee. It was only then that he began to consider the 
aspect of Wilcox’s behaviour which was not concerned with 
him — the much more interesting fact that he seemed to be 
e^ipecting an imminent unwelcome arrival. ‘‘Daisy’s probably 
light,” he thought. Jack had incurred the displeasure of some 
local hooligan and was awaiting reprisal. Either that or he was 
trying to avoid a creditor or two. Yet neither supposition 
quite explained his reluctance to have Dyar visit the office. 

“No money!” he thought savagely. “Then why does he 
stay at the Atlantide?” But he knew the answer. Even if it 
were true that Wilcox was broke, which seemed unlikely, he 
would have felt obliged, and would have managed, to go on 
staying at the best hotel, because the town had agreed with his 
decision that he was one of the big shots, one of those who 
automatically get the best whether or not they can pay for it. 
®Ut why? Every, day in Tangier several new companies were 
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formed, most of them with the intention of evading the laws 
of one country or another, and every day approximately the 
same number failed. And the reasons for their failure or 
success had very little to do with the business acumen of those 
connected with them. If you were really a winner you found 
ways of intercepting your competitors’ correspondence, even 
his telegrams ; you persuaded the employees at the French post 
office to let you have the first look at letters you were interested 
in seeing, which \\as how you got your mailing lists; you 
hired Arabs to break into other companies’ offices and steal 
their stationery and examples of their directors’ signatures for 
you; anfl when you sent your forged replies regretting your 
inability to supply the merchandise you prudently went all the 
way to Tetuan in the Spanish Zone to post them — only no 
customs offir\'d -t the frontier got them away from you be- 
cause sou'chowyoa were not stripped naked like the others, 
and the seams of your clothing vere not rippe«i open. Not that 
you paid bribes in order to escape being molested — but every- 
one knew a winner on ght ; he was the respected citizen of the 
International Zone. If one was not a winner one was a victim, 
and there seemed to be no way to change that. No pretence 
was of any avail. It was not a question of looking or acting like 
a winner — that could always be managed, although no one 
was taken in by it — it was a matter of con \ iction, of feeling like 
one, of knowing you belonged to the caste, of recognizing and 
being sure of your genius. For a long time he reflected con- 
fusedly upon these things; then he paid, got up, and went out 
into the rain, which now fell less heavily. 


knew you would come,” said Madame Joiivenon. This 
was her way of saying that she had not been at all sure of it. 

Dyar was more truthful. “/ didn’t,” he said with a wry 
smile. And as he said it, he wondered why indeed he had come. 
Partly out of courtesy, perhaps, although he would not have 
wanted to admit that. He had found himself outside the 
restaurant three times during the late morning, but it had been 
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too early for the rendezvous. However, he had seen the bright 
dispIa;^of hotti'^’cBUvrefe through the window, and probably it 
was they more than anything else that had induced him finally 
to keep the appointment. It was the sort of place he never 
would have thought of eating in alone. 

Madame Jouvenon was much calmer today — even rather 
pleasant, he thought — and certainly she was nobody’s fool. She 
held the reins of the conversation firmly, but directed it with 
gentleness so that there was no feeling of strain. When they 
had reached the salad course, \Nith all the naturalness in the 
world she began to discuss the subject that interested her, and 
he found it difficult to see anything offensive in what'she said 
or in the way she said it. lie understood, she supposed, that 
most people in Tangier had to live as be^st they could, doing 
one thing and another, and precisely because there were so 
many governments represented in the Administration, there 
was a great need for a practical syste^m of checking and 
counter-checking between each power and the others. This 
ought to have been worked out beforehand officially, but it had 
not been, and the old formula of private lalhing had still 
to be adhered to. lie nodded gravely, smiling to himself, 
'Ondering just how long it would take her to make her offer, 
M under what guise it would come. 

He was aware, she said, that practically every Englishman in 
the Zone, even those with titles, was constrained by his 
government to furnish whatever information he could gather, 
and that far from being a shameful pursuit, on the contrary 
this was considered to be a completely honourable activity. 

“More than most others you could find here, I guess,” Dyar 
laughed. 

She did not know about the English, she said, hut many 
people she knew^ managed to make the thing lucrative by 
supplying data to two or more offices simultaneously. At the 
moment her government (she did not specify which it wras) 
had no representation on the Board of Administrators, which 
made adequate reports an even greater necessity. Inasmuch as 
it was common knowledge that the unseen power behind the 
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Administration was the United States, it was particularly with 
regard to American activities that her government wished to 
be documented. The difficulty was that the American milieu 
in Tangier was peculiarly hermetic, not inclined to mix with 
the other diplomatic groups. And then of course Americans 
were especially unsusceptible to financial offers, simply be- 
cause it was difficult to put tlie price high enough to make it 
worth the trouble to most of them. 

** — But she makes the proposition to me,” he thought 
grimly, “because Tm not a big shot.” 

And the proposition came out. She was empowered to offer 
him five4iundred dollars a month, beginning with a month’s 
advance immediately, in return for small liils of information 
which he might glean from conversations with his American 
friends, plus '*r two specific facts about the Voice of 
America’.> *ei-up al Sidi Kaccm— things whicli Dyar need not 
even understand himself, she hastened to assure him, since her 
husband was a very good electrical engineer and would have no 
difficulty in interpretirg them. 

“But I don’t know anything or anybody in Tangier! ” 

They would even pro\ide introductions — indirectly, of 
course — to the necessary people, she explained. As an 
American he had entree to certain places (such as the Voice 
of America, for instance) from which other nationals were 
excluded. 

“R-r-really we ask very little,” she smiled. “You must not 
have r-r-romantic idea this is spying. There is nothing to spy 
in Tangier. Tangier has no interest for anyone. Diplomatic, 
per-r-rhaps, yes. Military, no.” 

“How many months would you want me for .^” 

“Ah! How' arc we know' how good you are to us She looked 
archly across the table at him. “Maybe infor-r-rmation you 
give us is not accur-r-rate. We should not continue with you.” 

“Or if I couldn’t get any dope for you at all?” 

“Oh, I am not wor-r-ried about that.” 

From her handbag she pulled a folded cheque and handed 
it to him. It was a cheque on the Banco Salvador Hassan e 
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md was already carefully made out to the order of 
Nelson Dyar, and signed in a neat handwriting by Nadia 
louvcnon. It shocked him to see his name spelkd correctly 
there on that slip of paper, the work of this intense little 
woman with blue hair; it was ridiculous that she should have 
teOwn his name, but he was not really surprised, nor did he 
dare ask her how she had discovered it. 

They ordered coffee. “Tomorr-row evening you will take 
dinner at our home,” she said. ” My husband will be delighted 
to meet you.” 

A waiter came and asked for Madame Jouvenon, saying she 
was wanted on the telephone. She excused herself >md went 
through a small door behind the bar. Dyar sat alone, toying 
with his coffee spoon, smothered by an oppressive feeling of 
unreality. He had put the cheque into his pocket, neverthe- 
less at the moment he had a strong impulse to pull it out and 
set a match to it in the ashtray in front of him, so that when she 
reappeared it would no longer exist. They would go out into 
the street and he would be free of her. Distractedly he took a 
sip of coffee and glanced around the room. At the next table 
sat four people chattering in Spanish: a young couple, an 
older woman who was obviously the mother of the girl, and a 
small boy Who slouched low in his chair pouting, refusing to 
The girl, heavily made-up and decked with what seemed 
like several pounds of costume jewellery, kept glancing surrep- 
titiously in his direction, always looking rapidly at her mother 
and husband first to be sure they were occupied. This must 
have been going on since the family group had sat down, but 
now was the first he had noticed it. He watched her, not taking 
Ais gaze from her face ; there was no doubt about it — she was 
giving him the eye. He tried to see what the husband looked 
like, but he was facing the other way. He was fat; that was all 
he could tell. 

When Madame J ouvenon returned to the table she seemed out 
of sorts about something. She called for the bill, and occupied 
herself with pulling on her kid gloves, which were skin-tight. 

The call had- been from Eunice Goode, who, although she 
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had not mentioned this fact to Madame Jouvenon, had waked 
up early and, finding Hadija missing, had immediat^y sus* 
pected she was with Dyar. Thus she had first wanted to know 
if Dyar had kept the appointment, to which Madame Jouvenon 
had replied shortly that he had, and made as if to draw the 
conversation to a close. But Eunice had not been satisfied; 
she wanted further to know if they had come to terms. Madame 
Jouvenon had remarked that she appreciated her interest, but 
that she did not feel under any obligation to tender Madempi- 
selle Goode a report on the results of the luncheon interview. 
Eunice^s voice had risen dangerously. '' Ecoutez, madame! I 
advise ycfli to tell me!'' she had squealed. “Je dois absolument 
savoir!^' Madame Jouvenon had informed her that she did not 
intend to be intimidated by anyone, but then it had occurred 
to her that ''^er all it was Eunice who had supplied the 
introducti<*ii to Mr. I \var, it might be just as well to retain her 
goodwill, at least for a little while. So she had laughed lamely 
and told her that yes, an understanding had been reached. 
‘‘But has he acccptc ^ money?" insisted Eunice. Mats 
enfin!^' cried the exasperated Madame Jouvenon. “You are 
incredible I Yes 1 He has taken money ! Yes I Yes ! I shall see you 
in a few days. Oui! C'est fa! Au revoirE' And she had added a 
few words in Russian under her breath as she had put the 
receiver back on the hook. 

The Spanish family straggled to its feet, making a great 
scraping of chairs on the tile floor. As she fumbled for her coat 
and furpiece the young wife managed to throw a final desperate 
glance in Dyar’s direction. “ She's not only nympho but nuts,” 
he said to himself, annoyed because he would not have minded 
being with her for an hour in a hotel room, and it was so 
manifestly impossible. He watched them as they went out of 
the door, the girl pushing her small son impatiently ahead of 
her. “Typical Spanish nouveaux-r-r-riches," said Madame 
Jouvenon disgustedly. “The sort Fr-r-ranco has put to 
r-r-run the nation." 

They stood in the doorway being spattered by the blowing 
rain. 
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“Well, thank you for a very good lunch/* Dyar said. He 
wished he were never going to have to see her again. 

“You see that high building there ?“ She pointed to the end 
of the short street in front of them. He saw a large white modern 
apartment house. “Next door to that on the r-r-right, a small 
building, gr-r-rey, four floors high. This is my home. Top 
floor, number for-r-rty-five. We wait for you tomorrow 
night, eight. Now I r-r-run, not to get wet too much. 
Goodbye.’’ 

They shook hands and she hurried across the street. He 
watched her for a moment as she walked quickly between the 
row of unfinished buildings and the line of small traffsplanted 
palm trees that never would grow larger. Then he sighed, 
and turned down the hill to the Boulevard; it led to the Hotel 
de la Playa. There was practically no one in the rainy streets, 
and the shops were closed because it was not yet four. But on 
the way he passed the Banco Salvador Hassan e Ilijos. It was 
open. He went in. In the vestibule a bearded Arab sitting on a 
ieether pouf saluted him as he passed. The place was new, 
ishining with marble and chromium. It was also very empty 
and looked quite unused. One young man stood behind a 
counter w'riting, Dyar walked over to him and handed him the 
cheque, saying: “ I want to open an account.” The young man 
‘glanced at the cheque and without looking at him handed him 
^ fountain-pen. 

“Sign, please,” he said. Dyar endorsed it and said he would 
like to withdraw a hundred dollars in cash. 

“Sit dowm, please,” said the young man. He pushed a button 
and a second later an enormous fluorescent lighting fixture in 
tihe centre of the ceiling flickered on. It took about five minutes 
to make out the necessary papers. Then the young man called 
him over to the counter and handed him a cheque-book and five 
thousand two hundred pesetas, and showed him a white card 
with his balance written on it. Dyar read it aloud, his voice 
echoing in the large, bare room. “Three hundred and ninety- 
nine dollars and seventy-five cents. What’s the twenty-five 
cents taken off for ? ” 
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'‘Chequc-bpok,*' said the young man imperturbably, still 
not looking at him. 

Thanks.’^ He went to the door and asked the Arab to get 
him a taxi. Sitting inside it, watching the empty wet streets go 
past, he thought he felt a little better, but he was not sure. 
At least he was out of the ram. 

When he got to the hotel he asked at the desk to have a drink 
sent up to his room, but was told that the barman did not come 
in until six in the evening He went up to the damp room and 
stood a while at the window , fingering the dirty curtain, staring 
out at the cold deserted beach so wet that it mirrored the sky. 
He took put the money and looked at it; it seemed like a lot, 
and five thousand two hundred pesetas could certainly buy a 
good deal more than a hundred dollais. Still, it did not give 
him the pleasure* he wanted from it. The feeling of unreality 
was too s^Tor^g iii i no, all around him. Sharp as a toothache, 
definite as the smell ot ammonia, yet impalpable, unlocatable, 
a great smear across the lens of his consciousness. And the 
blurred perceptions thri resulted fiom it pioductd a sensation 
of vertigo. He sat down in the armchair and lit a cigarette. The 
taste of it sickened him ; he threw it into the corner and watched 
the smoke rise slowly along the wall until it came opposite the 
windowpane, when it rushed inward with the draught. 

He was not thinking, but words came into his mind ; they all 
formed questions: “What am I doing here? Where am I 
getting? What’s it all about? W^hy am I doing this? What 
good IS it? What’s going to happen?” The last question 
stopped him, and he began unthinkingly to light another 
cigarette, laying it a moment later, ho\*ever, unlighted on the 
arm of the chair. “What’s going tc happen?” Something was 
surely going to happen. It was impossible for everything just to 
continue as it was. All this was too unlikely, it was weighted 
down with the senseless, indefinable weight of things in a 
dream, the kind of dream where each simple object, each 
motion, even the light in the sky, is heavy with silent meaning. 
There had to be a break ; some air had to come in. But things 
don’t happen, he told himself. You have to make them happen. 
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That was wheTp he was stucL It was not in him to make things 
happen; it never bad been. Yet when he got to this point he 
realized that for the moment at any rate it was the bottom; 
(torn there the way went imperceptibly up. A tiny, distant pin- 
|>rick of hope was there. He had to probe to find where it came 
from« Triumphantly he dragged it out and examined it: it was 
simply that he had a blind, completely unreasonable convic- 
tion that when the moment came if nothing happened some 
part of him would take it upon itself to make something 
happen. It seemed quite senseless when he thought about it; 
it merely faded, grew weaker, and so to save it he put it away 
again into the dark. He could not believe it, but liked to 
have it there. He rose and began to \\alk restlessly about the 
room. Presently he threw himself on the bed, and, lying still, 
tried to sleep. A minute later he struggled out of his shoes and 
trousers and pulled the bedspread up over him. But his 
thoughts turned to Iladija with her perfect little face and her 
pliant body like a young cat’s. 

*Ht was only yesterday,” he thought incredulously. ‘‘God, 
not till Sunday.^” Six days to wait. There was only one way to 
find her, and even that might not be possible. He would go to 
see the fat woman, Miss Goode, at the Metropole, and see if 
SM knew her address. After a while he grew more calm. 
Waves, Hadija, seagulls. When he awoke it was dark. 


XIV 

It was an obsession of Eunice Goode’s that there was very 
little time left in the world, that whatever one wanted to do, 
one had better get it done quickly or it would be too late. Her 
conception of that segment of eternity which was hers to know 
was expressed somewhat bafflingly in a phrase she had written 
in her notebook shortly after arriving in Tangier: “Between 
the crackling that rends the air and the actual flash of lightning 
that strikes you there is a split second which seems endless, and 
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during which you are conscious that the end has come. That 
split second is now/’ Yet the fact that her mind was constantly 
recalled to this fixed idea (as a bit of wood floating in die basin 
of a waterfall returns again and again to be plunged beneath 
the surface by the falling water), rather than inciting her to any 
sort of action, ordinarily served only to paralyse her faculties. 
Perhaps some of the trouble was due merely to her size ; like 
most bulky things, she was set in motion w^ith difficulty. But 
when she began to move, she gathered impetus. Her associa- 
tion with Iladija had started her off in a certain direction, 
which was complete ownership of the girl, and until she had 
the illusioji of having achieved that, she would push ahead 
without looking right or left. 

When she had finished telephoning Madame Jouvenon, she 
scribbled a not^ Hadija: Esperame aqui. Vuelvo antes de las 
cincOy and h ft it hanging crookedly from the edge of the centre 
table, weighted down by a bowl of chrysanthemums. Hadija 
could get Lola, the chambermaid, to read it to her. 

Eunice had not wep^ when she had awakened and found 
herself alone in the room. The thing was too serious, she felt, 
for that sort of self-indulgent behaviour. It was horrible 
enough to find herself alone in the bed, with no sign that 
Hadija had been in the roora at all during the night, but the 
real suffering had begun only when she went ahead to form her 
conjectures, one after the other, as to what might have 
happened. Even though Dyar had appeared at the Empire to 
lunch with Madame Jouvenon, it was still perfectly possible 
that the girl had spent the night with him. She almost hoped 
that was the case ; it would mean that the danger was all at one 
point — a point she felt she had at least partially under control. 
‘‘The big idiot’s in love with her,” she said to herself, and it 
was some little solace to think that Hadija was unlikely to fall 
in love with him. But one could never count on how a girl was 
going to react to a man. Men had an extra and mysterious 
•magnetism which all too often worked. She slammed her 
clothing around in a rage as she dressed. She had taken no 
breakfast — only a few small glasses of gin. Now she went to the 
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high armoire and took down from the shelf half a dry sponge- 
cake that had been up thete several days. She ate it all, fiercely 
crumpled the paper that had been around it, and threw the 
wad across the room, aiming at the waste-basket. It went in ; 
her fleshy lips moved ever so slightly in the shadow of a grim 
little smile of passing satisfaction. 

It was hard to know how to dress this afternoon. She felt 
well wearing only two kinds of uniform: slacks and shirt, or 
evening dress, both of which were out of the question. Finally 
she decided on a black suit with a cape that looked vaguely 
military under a good deal of gold frogging. Hoping to look as 
bourgeoise and proper as possible, she pulled out ^choker of 
gold beads which she fastened around her neck. She even 
bothered to find a pair of stockings, and eventually squeezed 
into some shoes with almost two inches of heel. Looking in the 
mirror with extreme distaste, she powdered her face clumsily, 
not being able to avoid sprinkling the stuff liberally over the 
front of her suit, and applied a minimum of neutral-toned 
lipstick. The sight of her face thus disguised sickened her; she 
turned away from the mirror and began to brush the powder off 
the black-flannel cape. The whole business was a ghastly bore, 
and she loathed going out alone into the wet streets and 
through the centre of town. But there was no sense in doing a 
^thing half-way. One had to see it through. She liked to 
remind herself that she came of pioneer stock; her grand- 
mother had had an expression she had alw'ays loved to hear her 
use, “Marching orders have come,’' which to her meant that 
if a thing had to be done, it was better to do it without ques- 
tion, without thinking whether one liked the idea or not. 
Fortunately her life was such that it was very seldom anything 
Ideally did have to be done, so that when such an occasion 
arose she played her part to the full and got the most out of it. 


Eunice left the American Legation about four o’clock. They 
bad been most civil, she reflected. (She was always expecting 
to intercept looks of derision.) They had listened to her, made 
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a few notes, and thanked her gravely. She on her side thought 
she had done rather well : she had not told them too much — 
just enough to whet their interest. course, Fm passing on 
this information to you for what it may be worth,’ ^ she had said 
modestly. ‘‘I have no idea how much truth there is in it. But 
I have a distinct feeling that you’ll find it worth your while to 
follow it up.” (When she had gone Mr. Doan, the Vice-Consul, 
had heaved an exaggerated sigh, remarked in a flat voice: 
'‘Oh, .Death, where is thy sting ? ’’and his secretary had smirked 
at him appreciatively.) 

At the Metropole desk the manager handed Eunice an 
envelope which she opened on her way upstairs. It was a very 
short note written in French on the hotel stationery, suggesting 
that she meet the sender alone in the reading-room of the hotel 
at seven o’clor^' "h evening. It added the hope that she would 
agree to nxeive the most distinguished sentiments of the 
signer, whose name when she saw it gave her an agreeable 
start, “Thami Beidaoui,” she read aloud, with satisfaction. At 
the moment she recallec only the two brothers who lived in the 
palace ; the entrance of the third brother had been effected too 
late in her evening to make any lasting impression on her. 
Indeed, at the moment she did not so much as suspect his 
existence. If she had not been so completely preoccupied with 
worry about Hadija she would have been delighted with the 
message. 

When she opened the door of her room the first thing she 
noticed was that the note she had left was gone and the bowl 
of chrysanthemums had been moved back to the centre of the 
table. Then she heard splashing in the bathtub, and the famil- 
iar wabbling vocal line of the chant ihat habitually accompanied 
Hadija’s ablutions. “Thank God,” she breathed. That stage of 
the ordeal was over, at least. There remained the extraction of 
the admission of guilt, and the scene. Because there was going 
to be a scene, of course — Eunice would see to that. Only it was 
rather difficult to make a scene with Hadija ; she was inclined to 
sit back like a spectator and watch it, rather than participate 
in it. 
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Eunice sat down to wait, to calm herself, and to try to 
prepare a method of operations. But when Hadija emerged in 
a small cloud of steam, clad in the satin and mink negligee, it 
was she who led the attack. Shrilling in Spanish, she accused 
Eunice of thinking only of herself, of taking her to the 
Beidaoui palace and embarrassing her in front of a score of 
people by passing out, leaving her not only to extricate herself 
from the unbelievably humiliating situation, but to see to the 
removal of Eunice’s prostrate body as best she could. Eunice 
did not attempt to reply. It was all perfectly true, only she had 
not thought of it until now. However, to admit such a thing 
would be adding grist to Hadija’s mill. She was curious to 
know how Hadija had managed to get her out of the place and 
home, but she did not ask her. * 

“What a disgrace for us!” cried Hadija. “What shame you 
have brought on us! How can we face the Beidaoui senores 
after this ?” 

In spite of the balm brought to her soul by this use of the 
plural pronoun, Eunice w^as suddenly visited by the terrible 
thought that perhaps the note she had just received had some- 
thing to do with her behaviour at the Beidaoui palace ; one 
of the brothers w’as coming to inform her discreetly that the 
hospitality of his home would henceforth not be extended to 
her and her friend Miss Kumari. 

In a very thin voice she finally said: “Where did you spend 
the night.?” 

“I am lucky enough to have a few friends left,” said 
JIadija. “I w^ent and slept with a friend. I would not have 
anything to do with that mess.” She called it ese lio with 
supreme disgust. So it had not been she who had seen to 
getting her back to the hotel. But Eunice was too upset to go 
into that; she was having a vision of herself in the act of mis- 
behaving in some spectacular manner — breaking the furniture, 
throwing up in the middle of the dance floor, insulting the 
guests with obscenities. . . . 

“But what did I rfo?” she cried piteously. 

^^Bastante!'' said the other, glancing at her significantly. 
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The conversatipn dragged on through the waning light, until 
Hadija, feeling that she now definitely had the upper hand, lit 
the candles on the mantel and went to stand in front of the 
mirror where she remained a while, admiring herself in the 
negligte. 

‘‘ I look beautiful in this ? ” she hazarded. 

^‘Yes, yes/’ Eunice answered wearily; adding: “Hand me 
that bottle and the little glass beside it.” 

But before Hadija complied she was determined to pursue 
furth-'T the subject which preoccupied her. “Then I keep 
it?” 

“Hadi^! I couldn’t care less what )ou do with it. Why do 
lyou bother asking me? You know what I told you about my 
things.” 

Hadija did, indeed, but she had wanted to hear it repeated 
with referer. . ' is particular garment, just in case of a 

possible misunderstanding later. 

“Aha!” She pulled it tighter around her, and, still watching 
her reflection over her shoulder, took Eunice the bottle of 
Gordon’s Dry and the tumbler. 

“I very happy,” Hadija confided, going into English because 
it was the language of their intimacy. 

“Yes, I daresay,” said Eunice dryly. She decided to remain 
as she was, to receive Monsieur Beidaoui. Seven o’clock was 
early; there w'as no need to dress more formally. 

In order to obviate any possibility of Hadija’s seeing him at 
the Metropole, I'hami had made her promise to meet him at 
seven o’clock in the lobby of the Cine Mauretania, w hich was 
a good half-hour’s w^alk from the hotel. She had demurred at 
first, but he still held the wdiip hand. 

“She will want to come too,” she complained. “She w^on’t 
let me come alone.” 

“It’s very important,” he waiued her. “If you try hard 
you’ll find a way.” 

Now she had to break the news to Eunice, and she dreaded 
* it. But strangely enough, w^hen she announced that she was 
going out for a walk before dinner and would return about 
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eight, Eunice merely l<KikedvSurpri$ed for an instant and said : 
“Til expect ynu at eight, then. Don’t be late.” Eunice’s 
acqu^e^nce at this point had a twofold origin: she felt 
chastened by the idea of her behaviour the preceding night, 
and she already had been vaguely wondering how she could 
keep Hadija away from the impending interview with 
Monsieur Beidaoui. It seemed unwise to give him an oppor- 
tunity to scrutinize her too closely. 

Hidden among the kif-smokers, tea-drinkers and card- 
players in a small Arab cafe opposite the IVIetropole’s 
entrance, Thami watched Hadija step out of the door and 
pass along the street in the direction of the Zoco iChico. A 
quarter of an hour later Eunice’s telephone rang. A Monsieur 
Beidaoui wished to see Mademoiselle Goode; he would wait 
in the reading-room. 

“Jie dhcends tout de suite'' said Eunice nervously. She 
gulped one more small glass of gin and with misgiving went 
down to meet Monsieur Beidaoui. 

When she went into the dim room with its bastard Moorish 
decorations she saw no one but a young Spaniard sitting in a 
far corner smoking a cigarette. She was about to turn and go 
out to the desk, when he rose and came toward her, saying in 
English : “ Good evening.’’ 

Before anything else crossed her mind she had a fleeting 
but unsavoury intuition that she knew the young man and 
that she did not want to speak with him. However, here he 
was, taking her hand, saying: “How are you?” And because 
she was looking increasingly confused, he said: “I am Thami 
Beidaoui. You know ” 

Without actually remembering him, she knew in a flash, 
not only that this was the ne’er-do-well brother of the 
Beidaouis, but that she had had an unpleasant scene with him 
at the cocktail party. There were certain details in the face 
that seemed familiar: the strange eyebrows that slanted 
wildly upward, and the amused, mocking expression of the 
eyes beneath. Obviously, now that she saw him closely, she 
realized that no Spaniard could have a face like that. But it 
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was not the grave figure clothed in white robes lhat she had 
expected to find. She was relieved, perplexed and apprehen- 
sive. How do you do ? she said coldly, “ Sit down.” 

Thami was not one to beat about the bush; besides, he 
took it for granted that it was only the dim light which had 
prevented her from recognizing him at once, that by now 
she remembered all the details of their exchange of insults, 
and had even more or less guessed the reason for his 
visit. 

”You had a good time at my brothers' house yesterday?” 

“Yes. It was very pleasant,” she said haughtily, wondering 
what horsiors of misbehaviour he was remembering at the 
moment. 

“My brothers like Miss Kumari, your friend. They think 
she’s a very nice girh” 

She looked “Yes, she is.” 

“Yes. They think so.” She heard the slight emphasis on 
the word think, but did not realize it was purposeful. He 
continued, “At the p'^rty Madame Vanderdonk ask me: 
Who is that girl?” (Madame Vanderdonk was the wife of the 
Dutch Minister.) “She says she looks like a Moorish girl.” 
(Eunice’s heart turned over.) “I told her that’s because she’s 
Greek.” 

“Cypriot,” corrected Eunice toneles^^Iy. He stared an 
instant, not understanding. Then he lit a cigarette and went 
on. “I know who this girl is, and you know, too. But my 
brothers don’t know. They think she's a nice girl. They want 
to invite both of you to dinner next week, an Arab-style 
dinner with the British Minister, and Dr. Waterman and 
Madame de Saint Sauveur and a lot of many people, but I 
think that’s a bad idea.” 

“Did you tell them so ?” asked Eunice, holding her breath. 

“Of course not!” he said indignantly. (Still safe! she 
thought; she was ready to go anywhere from here, at what- 
ever cost, whatever hazard.) “'That would be not nice to 
you. I wouldn’t do that.” Now his voice was full of soft 
reproof. 
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^*rin sure you wouWa^t/^ she said. She felt so tpiuch better 
that she gave him a wiy smile. 

He had gone down to the port that afternoon and had 
managed to get the price of the boat down to five thousand 
seven hundred pesetas. When it came time to pay, he still 
hoped to be able to knock off the extra seven hundred, 
simply by refusing to give them. 

There were roars of laughter from the next room, which was 
the bar. 

“Will you be at the dinner party ? '' said Eunice, not because 
she was particularly interested to know. 

“I’m going away, I think,” he said. ‘T want to gt) to Ceuta 
in my boat, do a little business.” 

“Business? You have a boat?” 

“No. I want to buy one. Tomorrow. It costs too much 
money. I want to get out.” He made the hideous grimace of 
disgust typical of the low-class Arab; he certainly had not 
learned that at the Beidaoui palace. “Tangier’s no good. But 
the boat costs a lot of money.” 

There was a silence. 

“How much?” said Eunice. 

He told her. 

A little over a hundred dollars, she calculated. It was surely 
worth it, everr if he did not leave 'fangier, the likelihood of 
which she strongly doubted, “I should like to help you,” she 

said. 

“That’s very kind, I didn’t mean that.” He was grinning. 

“I know, but I’d like to help. I can give you a cheque.” 
She wanted to finish the business and get rid of him. 

In the bar someone began to play popular tunes on the 
piano, execrably. Several British sailors drinking in there 
looked into the reading-room with undisguised curiosity, one 
after the other, like children. 

“I’ll write you a cheque. Excuse me. I’ll be right back.” 
She rose and went out the door into the foyer. With this 
native monster under control, and the American idiot out of 
the way, she told herself, life might begin to be bearable. 
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She brought the cheque-book downstairs with her, and made 
out the cheque in his presence, asking him how he spelled his 
name. 

Suppose we make it out for six thousand,*' she said. It was 
just as well to be generous. 

‘‘That's very kind. Thank you/’ said Thami. 

“Not at all. I hope you have a good trip.” She got up and 
walked toward the bar. Before she got to the door she paused 
and called to him : ” Don’t get drowned.” 

“Good night, Miss Goode,” he said respectfully, her very 
personal irony having gone wide of the mark. 

She into the bar and ordered a gin fizz: the whole 

episode had been most distasteful. ” What foul people they 
are!” she said to herself, finding it more satisfying to damn 
the tribe than the mere individual. The sailors moved a 
little awav kv i.. ^ ^ on each side vhen she ordered her 
drink. 

Across the street Thami was back in the cafe, where he 
intended to stay in hiding until he saw Hadija return from her 
fruitless mission to the Cine Mauretania; he wanted to be sure 
and not meet her by accident in the street. With the eagerness 
of a small boy he looked forward to morning, when he could 
go to the bank, get the money, jnd rush to the waterfront to 
begin haggling once more for the boat. Watching the Metro- 
pole’s entrance, he suddenly caught sight of the American, 
Dyar, about to go into the hotel. There was one Nesrani he 
liked. He had no reason for liking him, but he did. With a 
joviality born of the flush of victory, he rose and rushed out 
into the narrow street, calling: ‘Tley* Iley!” 

Dyar turned and saw him without enthusiasm. “Hi,” he 
said. They shook hands, but he did not let himself be enticed 
into the cafe by the other’s blandishments. “ I have to go,” he 
explained. 

“You want to see Miss Goode?” Thami guessed. Dyar was 
annoyed. “Yes,” he said shortly. Thami was not the one to 
whom he would confide his business : the picture of him and 
Hadija talking so intensely and at such length at the party was 
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too fresh in his memory. He had decided then that Th^nii was 
trying to mate her. 

You'll be a long time in the hotel ? 

*^No, just a few minutes.” 

wait for you. When you come out you come in that 
caf6. You’ll see me.” 

“Okay,” said Dyar reluctantly. On the way he had bought 
a bracelet for Hadija; he swung the box on one finger by the 
little loop the saleswoman had tied in the string. “Til look for 
you,” 

It was an absurd-looking old hotel, a gaudy vestige of the 
days when England had been the important power iiL Tangier. 
Still, he had to admit it was a lot more comfortable and 
pleasant than the new ones like his own Hotel de la Playa. At 
the desk they told him they thought he would find Miss 
Goode in the bar. 'fhat was good luck: he would not have to 
see her alone in her room. They could have one drink and he 
would be on his way. As he went into the crowded bar one of 
the sailors was pounding out “Oh, Suzanna”. The room was 
full of sailors, but there was Eunice Goode in the midst of 
them, monumentally alone, sitting on a high stool staring 
straight in front of her. 

“Good evening,” he said. 

It was as though he had slapped her in the face. She drew 
her head back and stared at him. First the Moor, and now this 
one. She was horrified; in her imagination he was already out 
of the way, gone. And here he was, back from the dead, not 
even aware that he was a ghost. 

“Oh,” she said finally. “Hello.” 

“Drunk again,” he thought. 

“What are you doing here?” she asked him. She got down 
from the stool and stood leaning on the bar. 

“I just thought Ed drop in and say hello.” 

“Oh? Well, what are you drinking? Whisky?” 

“What are you drinking? Have one with me, please.” 

“Certainly not! Barman! One whisky and soda!” She 
rapped imperiously on the top of the bar. “Tm just on my 
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way Upstairs,” she explained. “ Tm just having this one drink/’ 
She felt that she would jufnp out of her skin if she had to stay 
and talk with him another minute. 

Dyar was a bit nettled. “Well, wait’ll I’ve had my drink, 
can’t you ? I wanted to ask you something.” The barman gave 
him his drink. 

“What was that?” she said Icvelly. She was positive it had 
something to do with Hadija, and she looked at liirn waiting, 
mentally daring him to let it be that. 

“Do you know where 1 can find Hadija, how I can get in 
touch with her? I know she comes by here every now and 
then to sQie you. Do you have her address, or anything ? ’’ 

It was too much. Her face became redder than usual, and 
she stood perfectly still, scarcely moving her lips as she 
spoke. 

“I do not! i dvi./t know where she lives and I care less! 
Why don’t you look tor her in the whorehouse where you met 
her? Why do you come sneaking to me, trying to find her? 
Do you think Tm her madam? Well, Tin not! r?n not renting 
her out by the hour ! ” 

Dyar could not believe his ears. “Now, wait a minute,” he 
said, feeling himself growing hot all over. “You don’t have to 
talk that way about her. All you have to say is no, you don’t 
know her address. That’s all I asked you. I didn’t ask you 
anything else. I’m not interested in what you have to say 
about her. For my money she’s a damned nice girl.” 

Eunice snorted. “For your money, indeed! Very apt! That 
little bitch would sleep with a stallion if you made it worth 
her while. And I daresay she has, fo^ that matter. A special 
act for tourists. They love it.” She was beginning to enjoy 
herself as she saw the fury spreading in his face. “I don’t 
mind naivete,” she went on, “but when it’s carried to the 

point Aren’t you finishing your drink?” He had turned 

away. 

“Shove it up,” he said, and walked out. 

Considering the number of people in the street, he thought 
it might be possible for him to get by the cafe without being 
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seen hiy Thamii but it was a vain hope. He heard him calling 
as he came opposite the entrance. Resignedly he stepped 
in$i^ and sat down crosslegged on the mat beside Thami, who 
had had a few pipes of kif with friends, and felt very well. 
They talked a bit, Dyar refusing the pipe when it was passed 
him. Thami kept his eyes on the street, watching for Hadija. 
When presently he espied her walking quickly and angrily 
along in the drizzle, he called Dyar’s attention to a large 
chromolithograph on the wall beside them. 

“Do you know what that is?” he demanded. Dyar looked, 
saw a design representing a city of minarets, domes and 
Imlustrades. ‘‘No,” he said. 

“That’s Mecca.” 

He saw the others watching him, awaiting his comment. 
“Very nice.” 

From the corner of his eye Thami saw Iladija disappear 
into the Metropole. “ Let’s go,” he said. “Fine,” agreed Dyar. 
They went out into the damp, and wandered up toward the 
Zqco Chico. In spite of the weather the streets were filled with 
Arabs standing in groups talking, or strolling aimlessly up and 
down. 

“Do you want to go see some beautiful girls ?” said Thami 
suddenly. 

“Will you quit trying to sell this town to me?” demanded 
Dyar. “I don’t want to go and see anything. I’m all fixed up 
with one beautiful girl, and that’s enough.” He did not add 
that he would give a good deal to be able to find her. 

“What’s in that?” Thami indicated the parcel containing 
the bracelet. 

“A new razor.” 

“What kind?” 

“Hollywood,” said Dyar, improvising. 

Thami approved. “Very nice razor.” But his mind was on 
other things. 

“You like that girl? Only that one? Iladija?” 

“That’s right.” 

“You want only that one? I know another very nice one.“ 
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“Well, you keep her, chum/’ 

“But what’s the difference, that one and another?” 

“All right,” said Dyar. “So you don’t see. But I do. I tell 
you I’m satisfied.” 

The trouble was that Thami, still tingling with memories 
of the preceding night, did see. lie became momentarily 
pensive. To him it made perfect sense that he, a Moslem, 
should want Iladija to himself. It was his right. He wanted 
every girl he could get, all to himself. But it made no sense 
that* a Nesrani, a Christian, should pick and choose. A 
Christian was satisfied with anything; a Christian saw no 
difference between one girl and another, as long as they were 
both attractive; he took what was left over by the Moslems, 
without knowing it, and without a thought for whether she 
was all his or not. That was the way Christians were. But not 
this one wiiv> u^^iously not only w’anted Hadija to himself, 
but was not interested in finding anyone else. 

Dyar broke in on his reflections, saying: “ Do you think she 
might be at that place we saw her in that night?’' He thought 
he might as well admit that he wxiuld like to see her. 

“Of course not ” began Thami, stopping w’hen it 

occurred to him that if Dyar did not know' she was living with 
Eunice Goode, he was not going to be the one to tell him. “ It"s 
too early,” he said. 

“So much the better,” Dyar thought. “Well, let’s go up 
there, anyway, and have a drink.” 

Thami was delighted. “Fine!” 

This time Dyar w'as determined to keep track of the turns 
and steps, so that he could find his w'ny up alone after dinner. 
Through a short crowded lane, to the left up a steep little 
street lined with grocery stalls, out into the triangular plaza 
with the big green and white arch opposite, continue up, turn 
right down the dark level street, first turn left again into the 
very narrow alley w'hich becomes a tunnel, and goes up 
steeply, out at top, turn right again, follow' straight through 
paying no attention to juts and twists because there are no 
streets leading off, downhill to large plaza with fat hydrant 
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in centre and caf<^ all the way around (only they might be 
closed lal^y ahd ydlii their fronts boarded up they look jike 
any other shop), cross plaza, take alley with no streetlight 
overhead, at end turn left into pitch black street. ... He 
began to be confused. There were too many details to re^ 
member, and now they were climbing an endless flight of 
Stone steps in the dark. 

At the Bar Lucifer Madame Papaconstante leaned her 
weight on the bar, picking her teeth voluptuously. “Hello, 
boys,^’ she said. She had had her hair hennaed. The place 
reeked of fresh paint. It was an off night. Of course it was very 
early. They had two drinks and Dyar paid, saying he wanted 
to go to his hotel. Thami had been talking about his brothers’ 
stinginess, how they would not let him have any money — 
even his own. “But tomorrow Fll buy that boat!’* he ended 
triumphantly. Dyar did not ask him where he had got the 
mpney. He was mildly surprised to hear that the other had 
been born and brought up in the Beidaoui palace; he did not 
know whether he thought more or less of him now that he 
knew his origin. As they left, Thami reached across the bar 
and, seizing Madame Papaconstante*s brilliant head, kissed 
her violently on each flaming cheek. hornbre!'' she cried, 

laughing delightedly, pretending to rearrange her undisturbed 
TOiffure. 

In the street Dyar attempted to piece together the broken 
thread of the itinerary, but it seemed they were going back 
down by another route, as he recognized no landmark what- 
ever until they were suddenly within sight of the srnoke-filled 
2k>co de Fuera. 

*^You know, Dare — ’’(Dyar corrected him) “ — some night 
PH take you to my home and give )ou a real Moorish dinner. 
Couscous, bastila, everything. How’s that.^’’ 

^‘That would be fine, Thami.” 

“Don’t forget,” Ihami cautioned him, as if they had 
already arranged the occasion. 

“I won’t.” 

Just by the main gateway leading into the square, Thami 
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Stopped and indicated a native caf6» rather larger and more 
pretentions than most, inside which a very loud radio was 
roaring- 

‘‘Fm going here/* he said. “Any time you want to see me 
you xan always find me inside here. In a few days we^U go 
tor a ride in my boat. So long.” 

Dyar stood alone in the bustling square. From the far end, 
through the trees, came the sound of drums, beating out a 
complicated, limping Berber rhythm from up in the moun- 
taincf. He found a small Italian restaurant in a street off the 
Zoco, and had an indifferent meal. In spite of his impatience 
to get biv:k into the streets and look for the Bar Lucifer, he 
relaxed over a caffe espresso and had two cigarettes before 
rising to leave. There was no point in getting there too early. 

He wandered vaguely downhill until he came to a street he 
thought might iccui in the right direction. Girls walked by 
slowly in clusters, hanging together as if for protection, 
staring at him but pretending not to. It was easy to tell the 
Jewish girls from the Spanish, although the two looked and 
dressed alike; the former loped, straggled, hobbled, practically 
fell along the street, as if they had no control, and without a 
semblance of grace. And the Arab women pushed by like 
great white bundles of laundry, an eye peering out near the 
top. Ahead of him, under a street light, a crowd of men and 
boys was gathering around two angry youths, each of whom 
held the other at arm’s length by the lapels. The pose was as 
formal as a bit of frozen choreography. They glared, uttered 
insults, growled, and made menacing gestures with their free 
left hands. He watched a while; no blow was struck. Suddenly 
one jerked away. The other shot out of sight, and while the 
brief general conversation that followed was still in progress, 
returned from nowhere with a policeman — the classical 
procedure. The officer of the law separated the crowd and 
stepped in front of Dyar, tapping arms and shoulders very 
gently with his white billy. Dyar studied him: he wore an 
American GI uniform and a metal helmet painted white. In a 
white leather holster he carried a revolver wrapped carefully 
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in tissue paper, like a Chiistnms pte^ent. As if he were a 
farmer uirging plough-horses^ he murmured to the crowd 
sofidy: **fih. Eh. Eh, Eh.*^ And the crowd slowly dispersed, 
the- two antagonists already having lost themselves in its 
midst. 

Slowly he moved ahead in what seemed to him the right 
direction. All he needed was one landmark and he would be 
set. Sweet temple-incense poured out of the Hindu silk shops, 
a"” whole Berber family crouched in the shadow of a small 
mountain of oranges, mechanically calling out the price of a 
kilo. And then all at once the dark streets began, and the few 
stalls that remained open were tiny and lighted by carbide 
lamps or candles. At one point he stopped a man in European 
clothes and said : '‘Bar Lucifer ? ” It was a long chance, and he 
did not really expect a useful answer. The man grunted and 
pointed back the way Dyar had just come. He thanked him and 
continued. It was rather fun, being lost like this; it gave him a 
strange sensation of security — the feeling that at this particular 
instant no one in the world could possibly find him. Not his 
family, not Wilcox, not Daisy de Valverde, not Thami, not 
Eunice Goode, not Madame Jouvenon, and not, he reflected 
finally, the American Legation. The thought of these last two 
somewhat lowered his spirits. At the moment he was further 
^Srom being free than he had been yesterday at this time. The 
idea horrified him; it was unacceptable. Yesterday at this time 
be had been leaving the Beidaoui palace in a good humour. 
There had been the episode of the kittens, which now that he 
considered it seemed to have had something to do with that 
good humour. It was crazy, but it was true. As he walked on, 
noticing less and less where he was, he pursued his memory of 
yesterday evening further, like a film being run backwards. 
When he got to the cold garden with the stone bench where he 
had sat in the wind, he knew he had found the setting. It had 
happened while he sat there. What Holland had said had 
started him off, feeling rather than thinking, but Holland had 
Oot said enough, had not followed through. “Here I am and 
something’s going to happen.” No connection. He said to 
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Holland: You’re going to die too, but in the meantime you 
eat/’ No connection whatever, and yet it was all connected- 
It was all part of the same thing. 

The fine rain came down, cold and smelling fresh. Then it 
became heavier and more determined. He had his raincoat. If 
it rained too hard he would get soaked, anyway, but it made no 
difference. For quite a while now the streets had been almost 
empty. “The slums,’* he thought. “Poor people go to bed 
early.” The places through which he was passing were like the 
tortuous corridors in dreams. It was impossible to think of 
them as streets, or ev en as alleys. There were spaces here and 
there am^ng the buildings, that was all, and some of them 
opened into other spaces and some did not. If he found the 
right series of connections he could get from one place to the 
next, but onK^ b\ going through the buildings themselves. 
And the buildings -eemed to have come int(‘ existence like 
plants, chaotic, facing no way, topheavy, one growing out of 
the other. Sometimes he heard footsteps echoing when some- 
one passed through o le of the vault-like tunnels, and often 
the sound died away without the person’s ever coming into 
view. There were the mounds of garbage and refuse everv"- 
where, the cats whose raging cries racked the air, and that 
ever-present acid smell of. urine: the walls and pavements 
were encrusted with a brine of urine. He ^tood still a moment. 
From the distance, through the falling rain, floated the sound 
of chimes. It was the clock in the belfry of the Catholic 
church in the Siaghines striking the quarter of the hour. 
Ahead there was the faint roar of the sea breaking against the 
cliffs below the ramparts. And as he stood there, again he 
found himself asking the same questions he had asked earlier 
in the day: “What am I doing here ? What’s going to happen ?” 
He was not even trying to find the Bar Lucifer ; he had given 
that up. He was trying to lose himself. Which meant, he 
realized, that his great problem right now was to escape from 
his cage, to discover the way out of the fly-trap, to strike the 
chord inside himself which would liberate those qualities 
capable of transforming him from a victim into a winner. 
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a bkd bus^css/* he whispered to himself. If he was so 
far gone that whfen he came out to find Hadija» instead of 
naaking every effort to locate the place, he allowed hizhself to 
stumble along for an hour or so in the dark through stinking 
hallways like the one where he stood at the moment, then it‘ 
was time he took himself in hand. And just how? It was a 
comforting idea, to say you were going to take yourself in 
hand. It assumed the possibility of forcing a change. But 
between the saying and the doing there was an abyss into 
which all the knowledge, strength and courage you had 
could not keep you from plunging. For instance, tomorrow 
night at this time he would be still moie tightly* fettered, 
sitting in the Jouvenons’ flat after dinner, having some petty 
little plan of action prepared for him. At each moment his 
situation struck him as more absurd and untenable. He had no 
desire to do that kind of work, and he had no interest in help- 
ing Madame Jouvenon or her cause. 

However, it was nice to have the money; it was comfortable 
to be able to take a cab when it was raining and he was tired 
and wanted to get home ; it was pleasant to go into a restaurant 
and look at the left-hand side of the menu first; it was fun 
to enter a shop and buy a present for Hadija. (The box with 
the bracelet in it bulged in his ramcoat pocket.) You had to 
make a choice. But the choice was already made, and he felt 
that it was not he who had made it. Because of that, it was 
hard for him to believe that he was morally involved. Of 
course, he could fail to put in an appearance tomorrow night, 
but that would do no good. They would find him, demand 
explanations, threaten him probably. He could even return 
the money by cashing express cheques, depositing the 
hundred dollars back into the account and writing a cheque to 
Madame Jouvenon for five hundred. It was still not too late 
for that. Or probably it was — all she had to do was to refuse. 
Her cheque had been cashed ; that remained a fact, part of the 
bank’s records. 

It suddenly seemed to him that he could to some extent 
neutralize the harrn he had done himself by reporting his 
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action to the American I^egation. He laughed softly. Then he 
would be in trouble, and also there would be no more money. 
He knew that was the action of a victim. It was typical: a 
victim always gave himself up if he had dared to dream of 
.^hanging his status. Yet at the moment the prospect was 
attractive. 

Right now he wanted to get out of this rubbish-heap and 
home to bed. By going toward the sound of the sea, he 
suspected, he could arrive at some sort of definite thorough- 
fare which would follow along inside the ramparts. That 
would lead him down to the port, d'he thing turned out to be 
more complicated than he had thought, but he did manage 
eventually to get down into the wider streets. Here there were 
men w^alking; they were always eager to point the way out of 
the Arab quarter, even in the pouring rain, and often even 
without b^'ing asked. Their fundamental hostility to non- 
Moslems showed itselt clearly in this respect. “This way out,^' 
the children would call, in whatev-er language they knew. It 
was a refrain. Or if yo’i were pushing your way m, “You 
can^t get through that way,’’ they would say. 

He came out into the principal street opposite the great 
mosque. A little beyond, atop the ramparts, perched the 
Castle Club (Open All iNight. Best Wines and Liquors 
Served. Famous Attractions. Ernesto’s Hawaiian Swing Band), 
through whose open window spilled the sound of a high tenor 
wailing into a microphone. 

From here on, the way was straight, and open to the sea 
wind. Twenty minutes later he was cursing in front of the 
entrance to the Hotel de la Playa, ringing the bell and pound- 
ing on the plate glass of the lucked door in an attempt to waken 
the Arab who was asleep in a deck-chair on the other side. 
When the man finally let him in he looked at him reproach- 
fully, saying: “5/, si\ si.'' In his mailbox with the key was a 
note. He went to his room, stripped off his wet clothes, and 
stepped into the corner to take a hot shower. There was no 
hot water. He rubbed himself down with the turkish towel and 
got into his bathrobe. Sitting on the bed, he opened the note. 
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Where the hell, are you? it said. Will be by at nine tomorrow 
morning. Jack. 

He laid the piece of paper on the night table and got into 
bed, leaving the window closed. He could tell by the sound 
that it was raining too hard to have it open. 
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The Age of Monsters 




XV 


In the night the wind veered and the weather changed, 
bringing a luminous sky and a bright moon. In his bed at the 
Atlantide, Wilcox blamed his insomnia on indigestion. His 
dreams were turbulent and broken; he had to step out of a 
doorway into the street that was thronged with people who pre- 
tended to paying hn o no attention, but he knew that among 
the passersby were hidden the men who were waiting for him. 
They would seize him from behind and push him into a dark 
alley, and there would b no one to help him. Each time he 
awoke he found himself lying on his back, breathing with 
difficulty, his heart pounding irregularly. Finally he turned on 
the light and smoked. As he sat paitially up in bed, looking 
around the room which seemed too fully lighted, he reassured 
himself, arguing that no one had seen Dyar in his office, and 
that thus no one would be able to know when he left Ramlars 
shop that he was carrying the money. To look at the situation 
clearly, he forced himself to admit tliat the Larbi gang did have 
ways of finding things out. Ever since he had discovered that 
the dreaded El Kebir was back from his short term in jail at 
Port Lyautey (he had caught sight of him in the street the very 
afternoon he had left Dyar alone in the office, which was why 
he had hurried to the telephone and told Dyar to go home) the 
fear that one of the gang might somehow lea^n of Dyar’s 
connection with him had been uppermost in hi id. But 

this time he had been really circumspect ; he did nc nk they 
knew anything. Only, it must be done immediately Xh each 
hour that passed, they were more likely to get Wind of the 
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project. He wondered if it had been wise to go to the Hotel de 
la Playa and leave ihO note, if it might not have been better 
simply to keep telephoning all night until he had found Dyar 
in. He wondered if by any chance the British had had their sus- 
picions aroused. He began to wonder all sorts of things^ feelings 
at every moment less and less like sleeping. “That damntTd 
zabaglione,” he thought. “Too rich.” And he got up to take a 
soda-mint. While he was at the medicine-cabinet he shook a 
gardenal tablet out of its tube as well, but then he reflected 
that it might make him oversleep, and he did not trust the 
desk downstairs to call him. They occasionally missed up, 
and it was imperative that he should rise at eight. He 
got back into bed and began to read the editorial page of 
the Paris Herald. 


It was about this time when Daisy de Valverdc awoke 
feeling unaccountably nervous. Luis had gone to Casablanca 
for a few days on business, and although the house was full of 
servants she never slept well when she was alone. She listened, 
wondering if it had been a sudden noise which had brought 
her back from sleep: she heard only the endless sound of the 
sea against the rocks, so far below that it was like a shell being 
held to the ear. She opened her eyes. The room was bathed 
in brilliant moonlight. It came in from the west, but on all 
sides she could see the glow of the clear night sky out over the 
water. Slipping out of bed, she w^ent and tried the door into the 
corridor, just to be positive it was locked. It was, and she got 
back into bed and pulled an extra blanket up over her, tortur- 
ing herself with the fantasy that it might have been unlocked, 
so that it would have opened just a bit when she tried it, and 
she would have seen, standing just outside, a great ragged 
Moor with a beard, looking at her evilly through slits of eyes. 
She would have slammed the door, only to find that he had put 
one huge foot through the opening. She would have pushed 
against it with all her might, but . . . 

Shall I never grow up?” she thought. Did one never 
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reach a stage when one had complete control of oneself, so 
that one could think what one wanted to think, feel the 
way one wanted to feel? 


Thami had gone home late. The considerable number of 
pipes of kif he had shared with his friends in the cafe through- 
out the evening had made him a little careless, so that he had 
made a good deal of noise in the process of getting his clothes 
off. The baby had awakened and begun to wail, and the kif, 
instead of projecting him through a brief region of visions into 
sleep, had made him wakeful and short of breath. During the 
small hours he heard each call to prayer from the minaret of the 
nearby Emsallah mosque, as well as the half-hourly chants of 
reassurance that all was well with the faithful; each time the 
arrowlike vr»ico rang v>ut through the still air there was a 
sporadic outburst of cock-crows round about. Finally the 
fowls refused to go back to sleep, and their racket became 
continuous, up there on he roofs of the houses. Instinctively, 
when he had Iain down, Thami had put Eunice's cheque under 
his pillow. At dawn he slept for an hour. When he opened his 
eyes, his wife was shuffling about barefoot and the baby was 
screaming again. He look<^d at his watch and called out; 
“Coffee ! " He wanted to be at the bank before it opened. 


Dyar slept fitfully for a while, his mind weighted down with 
half-thoughts. About four he sat up, feeling very wide-awake, 
and noticed the brightness outside. The air in the room was 
close. He went to the window, opened it, and leaned out, 
studying the moonlit details on the hills across the harbour: a 
row of black cypresses, a house which was a tiny cube of 
luminous white half-way betwx^en the narrow beach and the 
sky, in the middle of the soft brown waste of the hillside. It 
was all painted with meticulous care. He went back to his bed 
and got between the warm covers. “'Fhis is no good," he said 
to himself, thinking that if he were going to feel like this he 
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would rather remam a victim always. At least he would feel 
like himself, whereas at the moment he was all too conscious 
9f the pressure of that alien presence, clamouring to be 
released. “It’s no good. It’s no good.” Miserable, he turned 
over. Soon the fresh air coming in the window put him to sleep. 
When he opened his eyes again the room was pulsing with 
sunlight. The sun was out there, huge and clear in the' 
morning sky, and its light was augmented by tlie water, thrown 
against the ceiling, where it moved like fire. He jumped up, 
stood in the window, stretched, scratched, yawned and smiled. 
If you got up early enough, he reflected, you could get on 
board the day and ride it easily, otherwise it got ahead of you 
and you had to push it along in front of you as you went. But 
however you did it, you and the day came out together into the 
dark, over and over again. He began to do a few setting-up 
exercises there in front of the open window. For years he had 
gone along not being noticed, not noticing himself, accompany- 
ing the days mechanically, exaggerating the exertion and bore- 
dom of the day to give him sleep for the night, and using the 
sleep to provide the energy to go through the following day. 
He did not usually bother to say to himself: “There’s nothing 
more to it than this; what makes it all worth going through?” 
because he felt there was no way of answering the question. 
But at the mome'nt it seemed to him he had found a simple 
reply: the satisfaction of being able to get through it. If you 
looked at it one way, that satisfaction was nothing, but if you 
looked at it another way, it was everything. At least, that was 
the way he felt this morning; it was unusual enough so that he 
marvelled at the solution. 

The air’s clarity and the sun’s strength made him whistle in 
the shower, made him note, while he was shaving, that he was 
very hungry. Wilcox came at five minutes to nine, pounded 
heavily on the door and sat down panting in the chair by the 
window. 

“Well, today’s the big day,” he said, trying to look both 
casual and jovial. “ Hated to get you up so early. But it’s better 
to get these things done as fast as possible.’* 
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“What things?*’ said Dyar into his towel as he dried his 
face, 

“Ashcombe*- Danvers’s money is here. You’re taking it from 
Ramlal’s to the Credit Foncier. Remember?” 

“Oh.” An extra and unwelcome complication for the day. 
He did not sound pleased, and Wilcox noticed it. 

“What’s the matter? Business breaking into your social 
life?” 

“No, no. Nothing’s the matter,” Dyar said, combing his 
hair in front of the mirror. “I’m just wondering why you 
picked me to be messenger boy.” 

“What d’you mean?” Wilcox sat up straight. “It’s been 
understood for ten days that you were going to take the job off 
my hands. You’ve been raising hell to start work. The first 
definite thing I pivc you to do, and you wonder why I give it to 
you! I ask^'d you to 00 it because it’ll be a lot of help to me» 
that’s why ! ” 

“All right, all right, all right. 1 haven’t raised any objection, 
have 1 ?” 

Wilcox looked calmer. “But Jesus, you’ve got a screwy 
attitude about the whole thing.” 

“You think so?” Dyar stood in the sunlight looking down 
at him, still combing his hair. ‘‘ It could be the whole thing’s a 
little screwy.” 

Wilcox was about to speak. Then, thinking better of it, he 
decided to let Dyar continue. But something in his face must 
have warned Dyar, for the latter, instead of going ahead and 
bringing in the British currency restrictions as he had in- 
tended, just to let Wilcox see that by “screwy” he meant 
“illegal” (since Wilcox seemed to think he was wholly ignor- 
ant of even that detail), said only: “Well, it ought not to take 
long, at any rate.” 

“Five minutes,” said Wilcox, rising. “Have you had 
coffee?” Dyar shook his head. “Let’s get going, then.” 

‘ “God, what sun!” Dyar cried as they stepped out of the 
hotel. It was the first clear morning he had seen, it made a new 
world around him, it was like emerging into daylight after an 
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endless night. Smell that air/’ he said, stopping to stand with 
one hand on the trunk of a palm tree, facing the beach, sniffing 
audibly. 

** For Christ’s sake, let’s get going ! ” Wilcox cried, making a 
point of continuing to walk ahead as fast as he could. He was 
letting his impatience run away with him. Dyar caught up with 
him, glanced at him curiously; he had not known Wilcox was 
so nervous. And in his insistence upon taking great strides, 
Wilcox stepped into some dog offal and slipped, coming down 
full length on the pavement. Picking himself up, even before 
he was on his feet, he snarled at Dyar. “Go on, laugh, God 
damn you! Laugh!” But Dyar merely looked concerned. 
There was no way of laughing in such a situation. (The 
sudden sight of a human being deprived of its dignity did not 
strike him as basically any more ludicrous and absurd than the 
constant effort required for the maintainence of that dignity, 
or than the state itself of being human in what seemed an 
undeniably non-human world.) But this morning, to be 
agreeable, he smiled as he helped dust off Wilcox's topcoat. 
“Did it get on me demanded Wilcox. 

“Nope.” 

“Well, come on, God damn it.” 

They stopped for coffee at the place where Dyar had 
taken breakfast the previous day, but Wilcox would not sit 

down. 

“We haven't got time.” 

“ We ? Where are you going ? ” 

“Back to the Atlantide as soon as I know you’re really on 
your way to Ramlal’s, and not down on to the beach to sun- 
bathe.” 

“I’m on my way. Don't worry about me.” 

They walked to the door. “I'll leave you, then,” Wilcox 
said. “You got everything straight.^” 

“Don't worry about me.” 

“Come up to the hotel when you’re finished. We can have 
some breakfast then.” 

“Fine.” 
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Wilcox walked up the hill feeling exhausted. When he got to 
the Atlantide he uhdressed and went back to bed. He would 
.have time for a short nap before Dyar’s arrival. 

Following the Avenida de Espana along the beach toward 
the old part of town, Dyar toyed with the idea of going to the 
Aiherican Legation and laying the whole story of Madame 
Jouvenon before them. But who would “they"’ be? Some 
sleek-jowled individual out of the Social Register who would 
scarcely listen to him at first, and then would begin to stare at 
him witn inimical eyes, put a series of questions to him in a 
cold voice, making notes of the replies. He imagined going 
into the spotless office, receiving the cordial handshake, being 
offered the chair in front of the desk. 

‘‘Good morning. What can I do for you?” 

The long hesitation. “Well, it’s sort of hard. I don’t quite 
know how to +^011 you. i think I’ve gotten into some trouble.’* 

The consul or vice-consul would look at him searchingly. 
“You think}"' A pause. “ Perhaps you’d better begin by telling 
me your name.” Whereupon he would give him not only his 
name, but the whole stupid story of what liad happened 
yesterday noon at the Empire. The man would look interested, 
clear his throat, put his hand out on the desk, say: “First of 
all, let’s have the cheque.” 

“I haven’t got it. I deposited it in the bank.’' 

“That was bright!” (angrily). “Just about ten times as 
much work for us.” 

“Well, I needed money.” 

The man’s voice would get unpleasant. “Oh, you needed 
money, did you? You opened an account and drew on it, is 
that it?” 

“That’s right.” 

Then what would he say ? “ So now you’ve got cold feet and 
want to be sure you won’t get in trouble.” 

Dyar imagined his own face growing hot with embarrass- 
ment, saying : “Well, the fact that 1 came here to tell you about 
it ought to prove that I want to do the right thing.” 

The other would say: “Mr. Dyar, you make me laugh.” 
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Where ^ouldjt get interview like that? Beyond 

inakiilig him an object of suspicion for the rest of the time he 
was in the International Zone, just what would going to the 
Legation accomplish ? 

As he started up the ramp that led to the taxi stand at the 
foot of the Castle Club he passed a doorway where a dog and a 
cat> both full-grown, lay in the sun, lazily playing together. He 
stopped and watched for a moment, along with several passers- 
by, all of whom wore the same half unbelieving, pleased smile. 
It was as if without their knowing it the spectacle served as 
proof that enmity was not inescapably the law which governed 
existence, that a cessation of hostilities was at least thinkable. 
He passed along up the street in the hot morning sun, through 
the Zoco Chico to Ramlahs shop. I'he door was locked. He 
went back to the Zoco, into the Cafe Central, and telephoned 
Wilcox, standing at the bar beside the coffee machine, being 
buffeted by all the waiters. 

“Not open yet!” cried Wilcox, and he paused. “Well,” he 
said finally, “hang around until he is. That's all you can do.” 
He paused again. “But for God's sake don't hang around in 
front of the store! Just walk past every fifteen or twenty 
minutes and take a quick look.” 

“Right. Right.” Dyar hung up, paid the fat barman for the 
^1, and walked^out into the square. It was twenty minutes to 
ton. If Ramlal was not open now, why would he be any more 
likely to be open at ten-thirty, or eleven? “The hell with 
that,” he thought, starting to amble once more in the direction 
of the shop. 

It was still closed. For him tjiat settled it. He would go 
down to the beach for a while and lie in the sun. It was Wilcox 
who had put the idea into his head. All he had to do was to get 
back up here a little before half-past twelve, which was when 
the Credit Foncier closed. First he stopped and had coffee and 
several slices of toast with butter and strawberry jam. 

The beach was flat, wide and white, and it curved in a 
perfect semicircle to the cape ahead. He walked along the 
strip of hard sand that the receding tide had uncovered ; it was 
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a wet and flattering mirror for the sky, intensifying its bright- 
ness, ^hen he had left behind the half mile or so of boarded^up 
» bathing cabins and bars, he took off his shoes and socks and 
rolled up his trousers. Until nowthe beach had been completely 
empty, but ahead two figures and a donkey were approaching. 
When they drew near he saw that it was two very old Berber 
women dressed as if it were zero weather in red-and- white- 
striped wool. They paid him no attention. Out here where no 
hill followed the shore line there was a small sharp wind to 
chili whatever surface was not in the sun. Before him now he 
saw several tiny fishing boats beached side by side. He came up 
to them. They had been abandoned long ago:. the wood was 
rotten and the hulls were filled with sand. There was no sign 
of a human being in any direction. I'he two vs omen and the 
donkey had left the beach, gone inland over the dunes, and 
disappeared, bh* i>oi1tci,sed and got into a boat that was half 
buried. The sand filled the bow and sloped toward the centre 
of the boat, making a perfect couch that faced the sun. 

Outside the w’ind blew by, but in here there was nothing but 
the beating of the hot sun eii the skin. He lay a while, intensely 
conscious of the welcome heat, in a state of self-induced 
voluptuousness. When he looked at the sun, his eyes closed 
almost tight, he saw webs of crystalline fire crawling across the 
narrow space between the slitted lids, and his eyelashes made 
the furry beams of light stretch out, recede, stretch out. It was 
a long time since he had lain naked in the sun. He remembered 
that if you stayed long enough the rays drew every thought out 
of your head. That was w hat he wanted, to be baked dry and 
hard, to feel the vaporous worries evaporating one by one, to 
know finally that all the damp little doubts and hesitations that 
covered the fioor of his being were curling up and expiring in 
the great furnace-blast of the sun. Presently he forgot about all 
that, his muscles relaxed, and he dozed lightly, waking now 
and then to lift his head above the worm-eaten gunw^ale and 
glance up and down the beach. There was no one. Eventually 
hfe ceased doing even that. At one point he turned over and lay 
face down on the hard-packed sand, feeling the sun’s burning 
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sliecf settle? 6ver^ batds. The sdft^ cymb^cfash of 

tlbi waves the distant breathing of the rooming ; the 

so^4 sifted down through the myriad compartments of the 
ildr and reached his ears long afterward. When he turned back 
and looked straight at the sky it seemed farther away than he 
Itod ever seen it. Yet he felt very close to himself, perhs^ps 
because in order to feci alive a man must first cease to think of 
himself as being on his way. There must be a full stop, all 
objectives forgotten. A voice says ‘‘Wait’', but he usually will 
not listen, because if he waits he may be late. Then, too, if he 
really waits, he may find that when he starts to move again it 
will be in a different direction, and that also is a frightening 
thought. Because life is not a movement toward or away from 
anything; not even from the past to the futiiie, or from youth 
to old age, or from birth to death. The whole of life does not 
equal the sum of its parts. It equals any one of the parts; there 
is no sum. The full-grown man is no more deeply involved in 
life than the new-born child; his only advantage is that it can 
occasionally be gi\en him to become conscious of the sub- 
stance of that life, and unless he is a fool he will not look for 
reasons or explanations. I>ife needs no clarifying, no justifica- 
tion. From whatever direction the approach is made, the result 
is the same: life for life’s sake, the transcending fact of the 
living individuaL In the meantime you eat. And so he, lying in 
tlfe sun and feeling close to himself, knew that he was there and 
rejoiced in the knowledge. He could pretend, if he needed, to 
be an American named Nelson Dyar, with four thousand 
pesetas in the pocket of the jacket that lay across the seat in the 
stern of the boat, but he would know that it was a remote and 
unimportant part of the entire truth. First of all he w as a man 
lying on the sand that covered the floor of a ruined boat, a man 
wbbse left hand reached to witliin an inch of its sun-heated 
hull, whose body displaced a given quantity of the w^arm morning 
air* Everything he had ever thought or done had been thought 
or done not by him but by a member of a great mass of beings 
who acted as they did only because they thought they were an 
thetr way from birth to death. He was no longer a meinber: 
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having committed himself, he cojild ^pea no help from 
anyone/ If a man was not on his way anywhere, if life was 
something else, entirely different, if life was a question Of 
being, for a long continuous instant that was all one, then the 
best thing for him to do was to sit back and be, and whatever 
hajJpened, he still was. Whatever a man thought, said or did, 
the fact of his being there remained unchanged. And death? 
He felt that some day, if he thought far enough, he would 
discover that death changed nothing, either. 

The pleasant bath of vagvie ideas in which his mind had 
been soaking no longer sufficed to keep him completely 
dormant. Making an effort, he raised his head a little and 
turned his wTist to see the time. It w^as ten minutes past twelve. 
He sprang up, dressed quickly save for his socks and shoes, 
and started hack al(Mig the still-deserted beach. Even though 
he walked so l he was painfully out of breath, by the 
time he reached the lirsc luiildings it was a quarter to one. The 
Credit Foncicr would be closed; he w'ould have to do the job 
•after lunch. He came opposite the Hotel de la Piaya, crossed 
the beach, climbed the steps to the street and went in bare- 
footed. The boy at the desk handed him a message. “Jack has 
been phoning; he’s going nuts,” he thought, as he looked at 
the slip. But it said: “ A>. 25-16. Lwiediatamejitey Still 
assuming that this was probably Wilcox trying frantically to 
reach him, perhaps from the office or home of someone else, he 
gave the boy the number and stood drumming with his fingers 
on the desk until the communication was made. 

He took the telephone, heard a man’s \oice say: “American 
Legation”. Quictlv he hung up, and without explaining any- 
thing to the bov wx'ut and sat down in a corner where he put on 
his socks and shoes. After he had tied the second lace carefully 
he sat back and shut his eyes. Under the fingers of each hand 
he felt the smooth bevelled w^ood of a chair-arm. A truck went 
by slowly, backfiring. The lobby smelled faintly of chloride of 
lime* For the first few minutes he felt neither calm nor per- 
turbation; he was paralysed. ’Fhen w hen he opened his eyes he 
thought, almost triumphantly: “So this is what it’s like.”'And 
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srf^iy‘af4 ii^^was coif|sci;0m for the second time 
cfey;of^6ig extrenkeiy hungry. He had no plan of jtction ; 
he Inmnted to eat, he wanted to get the Ramlal bij^iness over 
and let Wilcox krfow it was finished. After that, depeftd- 
iligon how he felt, he might call Mr. Doan at the Legation and 
see what he wanted. (It consoled him to think therd was^no 
certainty that the call had to do with the Jouvenon nonsense; 
as a matter of fact, at moments he was almost certain it could 
not be that at all.) But as to the dinner at Madame Jouvenon’s 
apartment . . . 

He jumped up and shouted for the boy, who was hidden by 
Ae desk. “Taxi!” he cried, pointing at the telephone. He 
went to the door and stood looking up the avenue, trying to 
reassure himself by considering that if they had been going to 
handle the thing roughly they would not have begun by 
telephoning. But then he remembered something Daisy had 
said to him — that the Zone was so small it was generally 
possible for the police to put their finger on anyone in a few 
hours. The Legation could afford to sit back and be polite, at 
least until they saw how he intended to play it. 

The taxi came coasting down the side street from the town 
above, drew up before the entrance. He hurried to get in, and, 
leaning forward from the back seat, directed it along the 
Avenida de Espana to the foot of the Arab town. 


The day moved by; the city lay basking in the hot bright 
air. About noon, up on the mountain in the rose garden of the 
Villa Hesperides Daisy de Valverde did a bit of weeding. 
Then when the exertion became too much for her she had a 
rubber mattress put by the pool and lay on it in her bathing 
suit. There were far too few days like this in Tangier during 
the winter. When Luis came back from Casablanca she would 
talk to him again seriously about Egypt. Each year since the 
war they had spent part of the winter in Cairo, Luxor or 
Wadi Haifa, but this year for one reason and another they had 
not summoned the energy to set forth. Then she had tried at 
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the last minute to a room at the Mamounia in Marrakech, 
and^ fmditig tt impossibleip had hit on the idea of appropriating 
Madame Werth^s reservation, arguing that in any case that 
lady, always in poor health, was likely to be unable to avail 
herself of it when the time came. But that little plan had 
coifrse been frustrated by Jack Wilcox’s infuriating behaviour. 

“He*s really rather sweet,” she said to herself, thinking not 
of Wilcox, but of Dyar. Soon she rose, walked into the house 
and rang for Mario. “Get me the Hotel de la Playa on the 
telephoiae,” she said. 


Wilcox had gone to the Atlantide, undressed, and got into 
bed. There, in spite of his anxiety about the Ashcombe- 
Danvers sterling tran‘=ifer, he had fallen into a deep slumber, 
exhausted finally bj wakeful night behind him. He awoke 
at twenty-five minutes past one (just as Dyar was entering 
RamlaPs shop), saw the time, and in a fury called downstairs 
to see what had happened When anything went wrong, it was 
usually the fault of one ot the employees at the desk. 

“ Have I had any calls ? ” he demanded. The young man did 
not know; he had just come on at one o’clock. 

“Well, look in my box!” s*houted Wilcox. The young man 
was rattled. He began to read him the messages for the person 
in the room on the floor beneath. “Oh, good Jesus Christ 
Almighty!” Wilcox yelled, and he dressed and went down 
to the desk to see for himself. His box was empty. There was 
nothing he could do, so he gave the youth at the desk a tongue- 
lashing and went into the bar to sit gloom’ ly over a whisky and 
grunt briefly now and then in answer to the barman’s sporadic 
chatter, thinking how possible it was for Dyar to have come, 
announced himself at the desk, and been told that Mr. 
Wilcox was out. 
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XVI 

IrtbtSPiRiNG A LITTLE after his rapid climb up from the port, 
I>yar stepped from the street’s yellow glare into the darkness 
the shop. Young Ramlal was reading a newspaper; he sat 
itiangling his legs from a high table which was the only piece 
ef furniture in the tiny room. When he glanced up, no ex- 
pixssion of recognition appeared on the features of his smooth 
face, but he jumped down and said: ‘‘Good morning, I 
expected you to come earlier.” 

“Well, I came by twice, but you were closed.” 

^ *^Ah, too early. Will you have a cigarette ? ” 

“Thanks.” 

Tossing his lighter on to the table, the Indian continued: “I 
have been waiting for you. You see, I could not leave the 
package here, and I did not want to carry it with me when I 
go to eat lunch. If you had not come I’d have waited. So you 
see I am glad to see you.” He smiled. 

“Oh,” said Dyar. “I’m sorry to have kept you waiting.” 
“Not at all, not at all.” Ramla!, happy to have extracted an 
sjpology, took a key from his trousers pocket and opened a 
drawer in the table. From this he lifted a large cardboard box 
inarked Consul, Twenty Tins of Fifty. A Blend of the Finest 
Matured Virginian Grown Tobaccos. “I would not advise 
counting it here,” he said. “But here it is.” He opened the 
box and Dyar saw^ the stacks of thin white paper. Then 
swiftly he closed it, as if more than this rapid exposure to air 
ai^d light risked spoiling its delicate contents. Keeping one 
tihtin dark hand protectingly spread over the carton, Ramlal 
Went on: “They were counted of course by my father in 
Gibraltar, and by me again last night. Therefore I assure you 
there are one thousand eight hundred five-pound-notes in the 
box. If you wish to make a count now, it is quite all rights 
But ” He waved expressively at the throng passing in the 
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Street a lew feet away, and smik4 ^‘One neyer fccww% you 

knt>wT 

|helt That doesn’t matter/’ Dyar tried to look 
friendly. ‘T’ll take your word for it. If there’s any mistake We 
know where to find you, I guess.” 

The other, looking faintly offended as he heard the last 
sentence, turned away and brought out a large sheet of shiny 
blu^-and-white wrapping paper with the words Gaieties 
Lafayette printed across it at regular intervals. With pro- 
fessional dexterity he made a smart package and tied it up with 
a length of immaculate w'hite string. 

“There w^e are,” he said, stepping back and bowdng slightly. 
“And when you w'rite Mr. Ashcombe-Danvers please don’t 
neglect to give him my father’s greetings and my respects.” 

Dyar thanked him and WTut out into the street holding his 
parcel tightly, liui* *ne, anyway, he thought. By the time he 
had dined something the Ciedit Foncier would be open. He 
strolled up through the Zoco de I'uera to the Italian restaurant 
where he had eaten the previous night. The bundles of big 
soiled white notes liad not looked like money at all; the colour 
of money was green, and real bills were small and convenient. 
It was no new sensation for him to have in his hands a large 
sum of banknotes which did not belong to him, so that the 
idea of his responsibility did not cause him undue nervousness. 
At the restaurant he laid the package on the floor near his feet 
and glanced down at it occasionally during the meal. Today of 
all days, he thought, he would hav e liked to be free, to rent a 
little convertible, perhaps, and drivx‘ out into the country with 
Hadija, or even better, to hop on a train and just keep going 
down into Africa, to the end of th^' line. (And from there? 
Africa was a big place and v\ould offer its owm suggestions.) 
He would even have settled for another pilgrimage to the 
beach, and this time he would have gone into the water and 
had a little exercise. Instead of which the best part of the 
afternoon would be occupied by the visits to the Credit 
Foncier and the Hotel Atlantide, and Wilcox would find fault 
and yell at him, once he knew the money was safe in the bank. 
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goiw^ fi^^lomicl it 

lis^ bttwico. 

few i^nutes after two he got up, took his parceC«it4 p^d 
Tl^ yU to the stout patronne who stood behind the bar by the 
djebr. As he stepped into the brilliant sunlight he pitied him- 
8<|lf a Kttle for his obligations on such an afternoon. When he 
to the Credit Foncier the doors were open, and he went 
Ipto the shabby gloom of its public room. Behind the iroti 
^Uwork of the wickets the accountants were visible, seated 
bn high stools at their chaotic desks. He started up the chipped 
marble staircase; an Arab in uniform called him back. '‘Mr. 
Benzekri,'* he said. The Arab let him continue, but looked 
after him suspiciously. 

The buff walls of the little office were disfigured by rusty 
stains that spread monstrously from the ceiling to the floor. 
Mr. Benzckri sat in a huge black chair, looking even sadder 
than when they had met at the Cafe Espana. He nodded his 
head very slowly up and down as he unwrapped the box, as if 
he were saying: “Ah, yes. More of this dirty paper to count 
and take care of.'* But when he saw the carefully tied bundles 
inside, he looked up at Dyar sharply. 

“Five-pound notes ? We cannot accept these." 

“What.^" The loudness of his own voice surprised Dyar. 

Can't accept' them ? " He saw himself embarking on an 
endless series of trips between an irascible Wilcox and a 
smiling Ramlal. However, Mr. Benzekri was very calm. 

“Five-pound notes are illegal here, as you know." Dyar was 
about to interrupt, to protest his ignorance, but Mr. Benzekri, 
already wrapping the blue and white paper around the box, 
Wbnt on: “Chocron will change this for you. He will give you 
pesetas, and we will buy them for pounds. Mr. Ashcombe- 
Danvers of course wants pounds for his accounts. He will 
lose twice on the exchange, but I am sorry. These notes are 
31egal in Tangier." 

Dyar was still confused. “But what makes you think this 
man " he hesitated. 

“Chocron?" 
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tibink h^s gc^lilg ^ btiy illeg|i|^eiKieir? 

A Mcf smile touthed Mr. Benzekfi's melanefioly lips. 
'‘He will take it/* he said quietly. And he sat back, star^g 
ahead of him as if Dyar had already gone out. But then, as 
Dj^r gathered up the neatly tied parcel once again, he said: 
“Wait/* bent forward and scribbled some words on a pad, 
tearing off the sheet and handing it to him. “Give this tO 
Chocron. Come back before four. We close at four. The 
address is at the top of the paper.’’ “A lot of good that’s going 
to do me,” Dyar thought. He thanked Mr. Benzekri and went 
downstairs, out into the Zoco Chico where the striped awning 
over the terrasse of the Cafe Central was being let down to 
shield the customers from the hot afternoon sun. There he 
approached a native policeman who stood grandly in the 
centre of the plaza and inquired of him how to get to the Calle 
Sinagoga. It was ntap“o> . up the main street and to the left, by 
what he could gather trom the man’s gestures. All hope of 
getting to the beach w'as gone. The next sunny day like this 
might come in another tv\o weeks; there was no telling. 
Silently he cursed Ramlal, Wilcox, Ashcombe-Danvers. 

Chocron’s office was at the top of a flight of stairs, in a 
cluttered little room that jutted out over the narrow street 
below, and the grc\ -bearded Chocron, who looked dis- 
tinguished in the long black tunic and skullcap w^orn by the 
older Jews of the community, beamed w hen he read Benzekri’s 
note. His English, howe\er, was virtually non-existent. 
“Show,” he said, pointing to the box, which Dyar opened. 
“Sit,’* suggested Chocron, and he removed the packets from 
the box and began to count the bills rapidly, moistening 
his finger on the tip of his tongue from time to time. 
“This one and Benzekri are probably crooks,” Dyar thought 
uneasily. Still, the value of the pound in pesetas was posted 
on blackboards every few^ feet along the street; the rate could 
not go too far astray. Or perhaps it could, if the pounds 
were illegal. Even if the notes themselves had been valid, 
their very presence here w^as due to an infringement of the 
law; there was no possibility of recourse to any authority, 
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'^heir 

|fii^ ^^<!|[|i^. in ti» stteett^‘Iod| 

passing slowly by sounded like reU^ibus' 1pl^1fitli^ 
Mr/^CHocron’s expert fingers continued to manipui^i^ the 
l^^t^ers of the notes. Occasionally he held one up to t^ie H 0 it 
lh%t came through the window and squinted at it. Whferfhe 
finished with a bundle he tied it up again meticulously, 
ttever looking toward Dyar. Finally he placed all the bundles 
in the box and, taking the slip of paper Mr. Benzekri had' 
iHSittt him, turned it over and wrote on the other side: 13^ 
{l^^setas. He pushed the paper toward Dyar and stared at him. 
This was a little higher than the street quotation, which varied 
between 133 and 136 to the pound. Still suspicious, making 
grimaces and gestures, Dyar said: “What do you do with 
Inoney like this.^” It seemed that Chocron understood more 
English than he spoke. “Palestina,” he answered laconically, 
pointing out of the window. Dyar began to multiply 138 by 
‘9,000, just to amuse himself. Then he wrote the figures 142, 
and passed the paper back to the other, to see what the re- 
at:tion would be. Chocron became voluble in Spanish, and it 
was easy to see that he had no intention of going that high. 
Somewhere along the flow of words Dyar heard the name of 
Benzekri; that, and the idea that one hundred and forty-two was 
|po many pesetas to pay for a pound, was all he grasped of the 
ihonologue. However, he was warming to the game. If he sat 
quietly, he thought, Chocron would raise his offer. It took a 
while. Chocron pulled a notebook out of a drawer and began 
t0 do a series of involved arithmetical exercises. At one point 
he produced a small silver case and inhaled a bit of sniifF 
^^^trough each nostril. Deliberately he put it away and con- 
tmued his work. Dyar tapped his right toe against the red- 
tue floor in a march rhythm, waiting. You could change the 
price of anything here, Wilcox had insisted, if you knew how, 
and the prime virtues in the affair were patience and an 
appearance of indifference. (He remembered Wilcox’s anbe- 
dbte of the country Arab in the post office who had tried for 
five minutes to get a seventy-five-centimo stamp for sixty 
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centimos anti ^5% had 

n^m.) In thia case the mHiSfomice was 
feigned; he had no interest in saving Ashcgunbe- 
Danvers a few thousand pesetas. It was a game, nothing iahte- 
tried to imagine how he would feel at the moment if tfW 
maney were his own. Probably he would not have had the* 
courage to attempt bargaining at all. Inhere was a difference 
between playing with money that was not real and money that 
was. But at this point nothing was real. The little room 
crowded with old furniture, the bearded man in black 
Opposite him, making figures mechanically in the notebook, 
the golden light of the weaning afternoon, the intimate street 
sounds outside the w^indow — all these things w^ere suffused 
with an inexplicable quality of tentativeness w^hich robbed 
them of the familiar feeling of reassurance contained in the 
idea of reality ill, he was aware of the absurdity of his 

own situation. Thcic \vas no doubt now in his mind that the 
call from the American Legation had to do with a proposed 
questioning on the m itter of Madame Jouvenon. If he 
disregarded both the call and the dinner engagement, by 
tomorrow they would be pulling on him from both sides. 

With each day as it passed Dyar had been feeling a little 
further from the world ; it w^as me\ itablc that at some point he 
should make a voluntary effort to put himself back in the 
middle of it again. To be aide to believe fully in the reality of 
the circumstances in which a man finds himself, he must feel 
that they bear some relation, however distant, to other 
situations he has known. If he cannot find this connection, he 
is cut off from the outside. But since his inner sense of orienta- 
tion depends for its accuracy on the proper functioning, at 
least in his ejes, of the outside world, he will make any 
readjustment, consciously or otherwise, to restore the sense of 
balance. He is an instrument that stiives to adapt iLself to the 
new exterior; he must get those unfamiliar contours more or 
.less into focus once again. And now the outside was very far 
away — so far that the leg of Chocron’s desk could have been 
something seen through a telescope from an observatory. He 
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a dbmiiSGrlitijij^r ^ teg of tlia ^ak vrl^a d[isa{|^, ox, 
||^S|ta;;ted, ht would be able to understand what iU ptesondb 
He held his breath. Through the dizziness <ha,t 
Sliltect he heard Chocron’s voice saying something that inside 
fil|)^^ecnse. ** Cientocuarenta, Mire^ He was holding up a 
df paper for him to look at. With the sense of lifting a tte^ 
Iliendous weight, Dyar raised his eyes and saw figures written^ 
Ofe if, conscious at the same time that inside himself a vast aiid 
iffesistible upheaval was taking place. “Huh?*’ he said. 
jtJhocron had written “ 140”. 

^ “All right.” 

“One minute,” said Chocron; he rose, took the box of 
nk^ney, and went into another room, closing the door behind 
him. 

Dyar did not move. He stared out the window at the wall of 
the building opposite. The quake was quieting down; the 
principal strata had shifted positions, and their new places 
seemed more comfortable. It was as if something which had 
been in his line of vision had now been removed, something 
that had been an obstacle to discovering how to change the 
external scene. But he distrusted this whole series of private 
experiences that had forced themselves upon him since he 
h^d come here.' He was used to long stretches of intolerable 
boredom with small crises of disgust; these violent dis- 
turbances inside himself seemed no part of his life. They were 
much more a part of this senseless place he was in. Still, if 
that were the way the place was going to affect him, he had 
better get used to the effects and learn how to deal with 

them. 

When Chocron returned he carried the box with him, hut 
this time the bills in it were smaller, brownish-green, violet, 
ahd there were fewer of them. He set the box on the desk and, 
still standing, wrote in his notebook for Dyar to see: ia6o 
@ looop. “Count,” he said, 

Ittook him a long time, even though most of the bills were 
flew and crisp. 
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thousand and two Iwndired buefea or;tWe- 
and no one to stop you. You just walk out/" He looked 
up ^t^Cnocron’s face, curiously, for a second. No one' but 
Wilcox. It was true. And Wilcox alone — not Wilcox with die 
police. By God, what a situation, he thought. It’s almost 
worth playing, just for the hell of it. 

He did not pay much attention to Chocron’s handshake and 
to the steep stairs that led down into the street. Walking along 
slowly, being jostled by water carriers and elderly Jewish 
women in fringed shawls, he kept his eyes on the pavement, 
not thinking. But he felt the glossy paper around the box, and 
knew that Chocron had wTapped it carefully, that it was once 
again a parcel from the Galeries laifayette. He went beneath 
a high arch where Arabs haw’ked bananas and thick glass- 
ware; to the 1^1 L tu recognized Thami’s cafe. 

When lie looked inside the door the radio w^as not playing. 
It was dark inside the cafe, and he had the impression that the 
place w’as practically cmpt\ . 

'^Quiere algo?'' said the qaouaji. 

‘‘No, no.” The air w^as aromatic with kif smoke, A hand 
grasped his arm, squeezed it gently. He turned. 

“Hello,” said Thami. . 

“Hi!” It was almost like seeing an old friend; he did not 
know why, except that he had been alone all during a day 
that had seemed endless. ” I didn’t think you’d be here.” 

“I told you I’m always here.” 

“What d’you have a home for?” 

Thami made a face and spat. “To sleep when I have no 
other place.” 

“And a wife ? What d’you have a wife for ? ” 

“Same thing. Sit dowm. 'lake a glass of good tea.” 

“I can’t. I have to go.” He looked at his watch: it was a 
quarter to four. “I have to go fast.” The walk down to the 
Credit Foncier w^as only a three-minute one, but he wanted to 
be sure and get there before they shut that iron grill. 

“Are you going up or dowm?” 
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ppkAy^^ nt Sd not want Thami along, but there W" 
W^yloUt of it, and, anyway, he thought they might mive 
afterward. 

they walked, Thami looked disparagingly down at hte ^ 
olfetrousers, which were very much out of press and smeared 
ynfh grease. 

*^^My old clothes,’' he remarked, pointing. “Very old. For 
Wuli^ng on my boat.” 

you bought that boat?” 

‘^Of course I bought it. I told you I was going to.” He 
glaumed. “Now I have it. Mister Thami Beidaoui,/)ro/)/e^flrm 
‘of one old boat. One very old boat, but it goes fast.” 

'*^Goes fast?” Dyar repeated, not paying attention. 

“1 don’t know how fast, but faster than the fishing boats 
down there. You know, it’s an old boat It can’t go like a new 
olie.” 

“No. Of course.” 

They passed Ramlal’s shop. It was closed. Ramlal had 
added six batteries for portable radios to the array of fountain- 
pens, celluloid toys and wTist-watches. They passed El Gran 
Paris, its show- window's a chaos of raincoats. It was always 
dilpcult to navigate the Zoco Chico with its groups of 
^tafionary talkers like rocks in the sea, around w'hich the crowd 
surged in all directions. Arrived at what Dyar thought was 
the "Entrance to the Credit Foncier, at the top of some steps 
^tween two cafes, he saw that even the way into the outer 
courtyard was barred by high gates which were closed. 

“This isn’t it,” he said, looking uneasily up and down the 
pk^« 

^^What do you want?” 'Thami asked, perhaps slightly 
annoyed that Dyar had not already told him exactly where he 
was going and on what errand. Dyar did not reply; his heart 
sar^ because he knew now that this was the Credit Foncier 
ami that it was closed. He ran up the steps and shook the 
gai#VJw>unded on it, wondering if the sound could be heard 
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ilifebfe of ^mde». in from the 

Zociip 

Thaml slowly climbed the steps, frowning. Why do you 
WRpt to get in ? You want to go to the bank ? 

”It^s not even five to four yet. It shouldn’t be closed/^ 

Thami smiled pityingly. “Ha! You think this is Ameriesa, 
people looking at their watches all the time until they see if it 
is exactly four o’clock, or exactly ten o’clock? Today they 
might stay open until twenty minutes past four, tomorrow 
they might lock the door at ten minutes before four. The way 
they feel. You know. Sometimes you have a lot of work. 
Sometimes not much.” 

‘^Goddam it, I’ve got to get in there!” Dyar pounded on 
the gate some more, and called out: “Hey!” 

Thami was used to this urgenc} on the part of foreigners. 
He smiled. o.. ^ -n get in tomorrow morning.” 

“Tomoirow rnoriiiiig hell. 1 luriC to get in now.” 

Thami ya\\ned and stretehed. “Well, I uould like to help 
you, but I can’t do anv thing ” 

Pounding and calling out seemed fairly useless, but Dyar 
continued to do both, until a \erv thin Arab with a broom in 
his hand appeared from a corner of the court\ard, and stood 
looking between the bars. 

Hi firmil'' he said indignant!}, 

**Mr. Ben/ekri! V\c got to see him!” 

^^lUfirrniy fnsio.'' And to Thami : “ OouUou ihadda fs sbahd^ 
But Thami did not deign to notice the sweeper, he went back 
down the steps into the Zoco and shouted up to Dvar: “Come 
on!” Seeing that the lattei remained at the gate trying to 
argue with the man, he sat dowm in a chair nearby on the side- 
walk to wait until he had finished. Presently D}ai came down 
to join him, muttering under his breath. 

‘^The son of a bitch w'ouldnh even go and call Mr. Benzekri 
for me.” 

Thami laughed. “ Sit dow n. Have a drink. Be my guest.” A 
waiter had approached. Dyar threw himself into a chair. 
‘‘Give me a White Horse. No water,” he said. 
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o^'Wod “titoppierDy^ri^ lae 

b ^mg to die because ain’t hti il» 
of tomorrow. You can go tomorrow/^ 
said Dyar. Even as he said it he was thinking: 
I^^Glgally the money belongs to whoever has it. And IVo 
got it. 

//^You need money?’* said Thami suddenly. “How much? 
give you some money. How much ? ” 

'^‘No thanks, Thami. I appreciate it. You’re a good guy. 
JTl^tlet me think. I just want to think a minute.” 

iThami was silent until the whisky was brought. Then he 
began to talk again, about an Englishman he had once known. 
Tlie Englishman had invited him to go to Xauen with him, but 
some reason there had been difficulties at the frontier. 
Never very perceptive, he did not notice that Dyar was still 
aunk inside himself, formulating, rejecting possibilities. 

votre sante, monsieur^' said Thami, raising his glass 
expectantly. 

^‘Yeah,” said Dyar, “Yeah.” And looking up suddenly; 
“Right. Prosit.'^ He drained his glass. He was thinking: if only 
Ramlal had gotten the money yesterday morning instead of 
last night I’d be in the clear. No Legation wondering when 
Fm going to phone. No Madame Jouvenon. Damn Madame 
JoiIVenon. He did not realize how illogical his reasoning was at 
tbis point, how inextricably bound up with his present decision 
was his involvement with that lady. 

“Let’s get out of here.” He rose to his feet. The suddenness 
of the remark and the tone in which it was said made Thami 
look up at him wonderingly. 

In the street, going down toward the port, he began to 
3peak confidentially, holding his mouth close to Thami’s ear. 
“Can you run that boat?” 

“Well ” 

“You can’t run it. All right. Do you know anyone who can? 
How about the guy you bought it from? He can run it, can^t r 
heLY^ere is he now?” 




(jDjlE.Ttoone 
, tofoay instead 
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“Whew is, he BOW?” 

“ileUveeinDradcb.” 

that?*’ 

^ You know,” said Thami obligingly. '‘You go from tlte 
Z^co de Fruera into Bou Arakia. You go past the Moortall 
cemetery and you come to Cuatro Caminos ” 

‘‘Can we go there in a taxi?” 

''Taxi? We don’t need a taxi. We can walk. The taxi 
chatg^.s fifteen pesetas.” 

can get there in a taxi, though ?” 

Thami, looking increasingly surprised, said that they could. 

"Come on!” Dyar rushed ahead, toward the cab stand at 
the floor of the ramparts. Laughing and protesting, Thami 
followed. At last the American was behaving like an American, 
They got to th*. ^ -h mt the hill. Dyar looked at his watch. Ten 
after four. I’m glad ^ thought of that, he said to himself. 
"Hotel de la Playa,” he told the drner. If Wilcox just hap- 
pened to be at the hotel waiting for him, he could still have an 
alibi. Chocron had kept him so long that the Credit Foncier 
was closed when he got there, so he had come back im- 
mediately to lock up the money until tomorrow, Wilcox 
could either take it with hirn, or leave it, as he liked. But if he 
returned to the hotel any laier than this and happened to find 
Wilcox, there w^ould be no way of explaining the time that had 
elapsed between four and whatever time he got there. “If you 
just do each thing as it comes along and keep calm you can 
get away with this. Get rattled and }ou’re screw'ed for good,” 
he told himself. 

The sun had gone behind the high buildings on the hill, but 
it still shone on the freighters at anchor in the harbour; all 
their white paint was turning faintly orange in its light. Beyond 
them on its cliff stood the white w'asned tow er of the lighthouse 
at Malabata. 

At the hotel he had Thami w'ait in the cab. With his parcel 
he jumped out and wxmt into the lobby. There was no sign of 
Wilcox, That was all right, but the more dangerous moment 
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^;li^tel safe. The boy gave him his key and a 

which he put into his pocket without rea4hi^‘ 
'i|e^ran upstairs. The air in his room was dead, colder hf 
degrees than the air outdoors. He laid his briefcase on 
.^e i)ed, quickly put into it his razor, shaving cream, bladeSi 
^^thhrush, toothpaste, comb and four handkerchiefs. Thai 
III? imwrapped the box and laid the bundles of bills in among 
toilet articles. There was still room for a pair of shorts. 
Hilbe door was locked ; if Wilcox rapped on it at this moment he 
H^old have time to take out the money and throw the briefcase 
'into the closet. He felt in his pocket to see if his passport, wallet 
' and express cheques were all there. He stuffed a woollen 
SC;^ and a pair of gloves into the pocket of his overcoat and 
einng it over his arm, closed the briefcase, spun its Sesamee 
lock to triple zero, and looked once more around the room. 
Then, with a caution w^hich he felt w^as absurd even as he used 
it, he unlocked the door and opened it. The corridor was 
empty. Through the window at the end he saw' the distant^ 
dunes behind the beach; their shadows reached out along the 
sand toward the harbour. A radio upstairs was playing 
<-lPlamenco music, but there was no sound in the halls or 
iJtairway. 

“Let’s go,” he whispered, and he went quietly downstairs. 
Wilcox was not in the lobby. The taxi outside had not moved. 
He handed his key to the boy and w^alked out. “Goodbye, 
Playa,” he said under his breath. 

"*‘Now give that address to the driver.” 

^ Jilali ?” Thami was mystified, but knowing something 

Wak in the air he had every intention of playing along until he 
safii^fied his curiosity, both as to what Dyar was doing and 
to whether there might be some money in it for him. He 
leaned forward and began to give the man complicated 
instractions. 

^^Come on! Let’s get started!” Dyar cried, glancing 



211 


THE AOE OF MONEtERS 

**Yow caii 

ytle cap backed and turned up the road that went ovejr.thjp 
Wit Hdw the setting sun shone directly into their faces; Dyat 
put dn a pair of dark glasses, turned to Thami. “ What did you 
pay for your boat ? ’* 

Thami gulped and floundered, saying: “Who, me?” which 
is what any Arab would have said under similar circumstances; 
then, remembering that such an answer was calculated to^ 
infuriate any American, he quickly told him the only price he 
could think of, w'hich was the true one. 

“How’s this?” said Dyar. “You rent the boat to me tonight 
for twenty-five hundred pesetas, and I’ll give you another 
twenty-five hundred to come along and see that I get where I 
want to go. You’ll liave your boat and your five thousand.’* 

The emotions eoutmdered in Thami by the unfamiliar 
situation caused him further to abandon his European habits 
of thought. Good luck, like bad luck, comes directly from' 
Allah to the recipient, the intermediary is of little importance 
save as a lever to help assure the extraction of the maximum 
blessing. “I have no money for ^asoUna'' objected Thami. 

By the time they got to the crowded main street of the 
suburb that was Dradeb, they had reached an agreement on all 
the main points of finance; the Jilali remained an uncertain 
factor, but Thami was optimistic. “ I’ll tell him seven hundred 
fifty and then we can go up to one thousand if we have to,” 
he said, figuring on a fifty per cent split (which might not be so 
easy to get, he reflected, considering that with his five thou- 
sand pesetas the Jilali was not immediately in need of money). 

The cab drew up to the kcib and stopped in front of a 
grocery store. Thami leapt out, disappeared down one of the 
twilit alleys, was back to make inquiries at the shop, and 
hurried ahead up the main street. 'Fhe driver got out and 
walked in the other direction. 

• L^ft alone in the taxi, oblivious of the inquisitive stares of 
passersby, Dyar relaxed voluptuously, savouring the first 
small delights of triumph. It w^as already a very pleasant thing 
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lUieli h0 rcmetribered the message the boy atf the hf^l^li^ 
pit)^ him. He took it out of his pocket and snapped ti|e 
overhead light. ''Llame Vd. al 28-01”, it said, and he kfle^ 
l^t was Daisy de Valverde’s number. The briefcase in id® 
lumd, he got out and stepped into the grocery store. By now it 
Jfairly dark in the street, and there was only one candle ip 
hste to add to the failing blue daylight that still came through 
the door. A placid Soussi sat behind the counter, his eyes 
^most closed. Dyar saw the telephone on a crate behind the 
Bmken Coca-Cola cooler. It was a dial phone : he was thankful 
for that. He had to strike a match to see the numbers. 

Surprisingly, Daisy herself answered. “You villain,” she 
said. ” Y"ou just got my message } I called hours ago. Can you 
come to dinner? All very informal, all very private, I might 
even add. Luis is in Casa. Tm in bed. Not really ill. Only 
sciatica. Just you and I, and I should love it if you could come. 
About seven? So we can talk? It’ll be wonderful to see you, 
darling.” 

'' He laid the money for the call on the counter; the Soussi 
^podded his head once. When he got to the taxi, the driver was 
back at the wheel, opening a pack of cigarettes. He got in, 
slammed the door, and sat waiting. It seemed a perfect solu- 
tion to the problem of dinner; it would keep him completely 
out of the streets, out of the town. 

Presently he saw Thami coming along toward the cab. He 
had someone with him. He came up, opened the door and 
leaned in. “I found him,” he announced, pleased with the 
financial arrangements he had just completed, on the way from 
Jilali's house. 

“Fine. Now we go to your house,” said Dyar. “ Stick him in 
front and let’s go.” 

'The Jilali’s name was Zaki; he was a man of thirty-'five 
(wMch meant that he looked fifty), unkempt in his attire and 
very much in need of a shave, so that to Dyar his appearance 
aa gg ested an extra in a pirate him. 
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joiaii ? Haf He docm*t even uiiitei^iandll^liatiisli ! 
Tlltantf sounded triumphant. **Verdad, amigo? he called to 
tl^e^dne in front. 

*^Chnou?^* said the Jilali, not turning around. 

/^/The street where Thami lived became increasingly bumpy 
and full of puddles whose depth it was impossible to judge: 
the driver suddenly stopped the car and announced that he 
would proceed no further. There ensued an argument whic^ 
pronfised to be lengthy. Dyar got out and surveyed the street 
with distaste. The houses were ramshackle, some with second 
stories still in construction, and their front doors gave directly 
on to the muddy lane, no room having been left for a future 
laying of sidewalks. Impatiently he called to Thami. “Have 
him wait here, then. Hurry up!’' The driver, however, after 
locking the cai, iiioJNted on accompanying them “ He says we 
owe him sixty-five pesetas already,” confided Thami. Dyar 
grunted. 

Thami entered first, get his wife out of the way, while the 
others waited outside in the dark. 

^‘You stay here,” Dyar said to the driver, who appeared 
satisfied once he had seen wdiich house they were going to 

enter. 

Soon Thami came to the door and motioned them in, 
leading the way through the unlit patio into a narrow room 
where a radio w'as playing. The mattress along the wall was 
covered wdth cheap green and yellow brocade ; above it hung 
a group of large gilt-framed photographs of men wearing 
gandouras and fezzes. Three alarm decks, all going, sat atop 
a hanging cupboard at the end cf the room, but each one 
showed a different hour. Ranging along a low^er shelf beneath 
them was a succession of du^ty but unused paper cups which 
had been placed wdth care so as to alternate with as many small 
red figurines of plaster, representing Santa Claus ; below and to 
both sides, the wall was papered with several dozen coloured 
brochures, all identical, each bearing the photograph of an 
enormous toothbrush with a brilliant blue plastic handle. 
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^Wi^ll-^^Kmtod'f Om Kalsoom sang a tortuitd 
||pnii|9 bek' voice an orchestra sputtered and wailed. 

-■ *‘^down!” shouted Thami to Dyar. He knelt and l:educe 4 , 
force of the music a little. As Dyar stepped over to th^ 
boijtttress, -the electric light bulb which swung at the end 
£91^ -cord from the centre of the ceiling struck him on the 
£atdltcad. “ Sorry,” he said, as the light waved crazily back and 
fod b. The Jilali had removed his shoes at the door and was 
seated at one end of the mattress, his legs tucked unde?^ 
swaying a bit from side to side with the music. 
jDyar called across to Thami: “Hey! Cut off the funeral I 
W<juld you mind ? We’ve got a lot to talk about, and not much 
time.’" 

Out of the silence that followed came the sound of the baby 
fjscreaxning in the next room. Dyar began to talk. 


XVII 


J^HAT DID IT mean, reflected Dai^y, to be what your friends 
called a forceful \Voman ? Although they intended to mean it as 
^Uch, they did not manage to make it a flattering epithet; she 
Imew that. It was adverse criticism. If you said a woman was 
foxceful, you meant that she got what she wanted in too direct 
a iltanner, that she was not enough of a woman, that she was 
un^ubtle, pushing. It was almost as much of an insult as 
to say that a man had a weak character. Yet her closest 
&iiaads w^ere in the habit of using the word openly to 
4£tp{ibe her; “even to my face,” she thought, with mingled 
^iiC^iC^tment and satisfaction. It w^as as if, in accepting the 
COIktemporary fallacy that women should have the same aims 
capacities as men, they assumed that any quality which 
waSi a virtue in a man was equally desirable in a woman^ But 
she heard the word “forceful” being used in connection 
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^ dibrog^tioil^ b}^ iitfiiiedktdy %% 
i^l^tAjg^acgful predatory animal, and the sfensation^^^not 
pll^^^efr. There were very concrete disadvantages attacfj^^lo 
classified that way: in any situation where it would be 
natural to expect an expression of concern for her well-being 
On the part of the males in the group it was always the other 
women about whom they fretted. The general opinion, often 
uttered aloud, was that Daisy could take care of herself. Aftd 
bow many other husbands went off and left their wives for five 
or six days, alon^i in the house with the servants ? It was not 
that she minded being alone; on the contrary, it was rather a 
rest for her, since she never entertained when Luis was away. 
But the fact that he took it so much a.> a matter of course that 
she would not mind, for some reason this nettled her, although 
she could not have Ujund a logical explanation for her annoy- 
ance. “I suppose one can't have one’s cake and eat it too,*' she 
would say to herself at least once during each of his absences. 
If you had spent your 'hiklhood astride a horse, riding with 
your four brothers around the fifty thousand acres of an 
estancia, it was natural that you should become the sort of 
woman she had become, and you could hardly expect men to 
feel protective toward you. As a matter of fact, it was often 
quite the reverse : she sometimes found he r male friends look- 
ing to her for moral support, and she always gave it un- 
hesitatingly, even though she was aware as she did so that at 
each moment she was moving further from the privileged 
position modern woman is expected to occupy vis-i-vis 'her 
male acquaintances. 

-The majority of Daisy’s fiicnd. vere men; men liked her 
and she prided herself on knowing how to handle them. Yet 
her first two husbands had died, the one leaving her with a 
child and the other with a considerable fortune. The little 
girl she had more or less abandoned to the care of her father’s 
fi^nfily in Buenos Aires ; the fortune, however, she had kept. At 
loose ends in London, and for want of anything better to do, 
she had decided to set out in leisurely fashion around the 
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du Vat, iiitensely conscious of soHtu4e 
the feeling that somehow her life had not'yrt 

bfipin. 

‘\I|t iras at the Palm Beach in Cannes that she had first mfei 
a thin and dramatically dark Spaniard who wore aij 
ppeta cape and handled it as arrogantly as a matador htS 
muleta, who was rude to everyone without being actually 
who used incredibly obscene language and fet 
^IIULged to remain very much a gentleman. He was the 
of several vast estates in Andalucia which he had very 
little hope of recovering, even assuming that Franco were 
to put an end to the Republican resistance. “They are all 
eediot!” he would bellow to the entire casino. “All thee 
Spaniard can eat sheet!** Little by little Daisy found herself 
thinking with adnuration of this strange man who bragged 
chat he had never read a book and w^as unable to WTite more 
than his own signature. He managed horses as well as the most 
seasoned gaucho, was as good a marksman as she, and had not 
a trace of sentimentality or condescension in his character. He 
was as dry, hard and impersonal as a rock, and she once told 
hjy n that he reminded her of certain Andalucian landscapes. 
Shp Was scarcely prepared, however, for his reaction, which 
eame immediately and with astonishing force. Turning to her 
with the violence of one who has just been insulted, he shouted: 
**That is a declaration of love!** seized her in his arms, and 
began to make love to her with such brutality that she cried 
outand struck him in the face. The incident had taken place in 
tije bar of the Carlton, in front of several people, and after a 
few moments of shame and fury in the ladies* room, to which 
bad retired when he had released her, she had come out 
4^4 apologized to him for her behaviour, expecting him, 
f^pjTSilly enough, to do likewise. But he had laughed, paid the 
bkl^n, and walked out. 

Afterwards, each time they met (since meetings were uh- 
awidable in Cannes) he inquired if she still admired ^the 
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vlimtim of fcer toAt $o do toyttdog iiit sidiidt iMt rfie Aid, 
Hor,8l|3jbwer8 gave him immense satisfaction, “Aiahjr^he" 
VfdvAA try delightedly. *'Ya vesV" for they had fallen into 
the habit of speaking Spanish together. He had a small villa 
at#Le Cannet, packed with furniture and paintings he had 
auCCeeded in getting out of Spain, and she used to drive 
sometimes in the late afternoon and visit him. Since it was well 
known that he sold a picture from time to time in order to go 
on*living, she did not hesitate, when one day she saw a Goya 
she particularly admired, to ask him its price. The Marqu& 
de Valverde went into a rare fury. ‘‘ Andalucia is not for sale!’’ 
he yelled. “Don’t be absurd,’’ said Daisy. “I’ll give you a good 
price for it. You need the money.” But her host continued to 
rail, saying that he would rather put his foot through the Goya 
than let her nave ii, whatever sum she might be prepared to 
give him for it. Understanding that all this vehemence, 
although perfectly sincere, was merely a part of the abnormally 
developed pride which governs the behaviour of the Spani^ 
peasant or aristocrat, Daisy made an audacious suggestion. 
“I like that picture,” she said, “and if you won’t sell it to me 
you must give it to me.” The Marques had smiled with 
delight. “Anything in my bouse is yours for the asking,” he 
had replied. Their friendship had begun at that moment. The 
man was magnificent, she decided, and it was not surprising 
that from being inseparable friends they soon turned to being 
passionate lovers. Daisy was slightly over thirty, her face 
radiant with a healthy, strident kind of beauty that perfectly 
suited her statuesque figure. It was inevitable that a man like 
Luis should fall in love with her, that having done so he should 
perceive much more in her character than he had suspected, 
and thus determine to marry her, in order to own her com- 
pletely. It was also inevitable that once having added her to 
his list of possessions he should cease to be in love with her, 
but Daisy knew this beforehand and did not care, because she 
also knew that she would never cease to admire him, whatever 
he might do, and she was sure she would be able to keep him, 
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Dausy there was noihinf sutpriiih^ ahotitt 
Ii9ifc'^4<lelities. After a very small wedding in the chti^dN 9ti, 
«Slmt Fiaul du Var they had closed their respective hou^s Atl^ 
Luis’s more valuable belongings to Rio, on the advide 
fe^l^aisy’s banker. “Jewish bankers always know when there’s- 
to be a war,” said Daisy. “You can trust them im- 
‘;^5citly.” They went off to Brazil, the war came, and they 
^yed there until it was over. Luis had begun with a night- 
dancer, had continued with chamberr^aids, and eventu^ 
^y had moved on to one of Daisy’s own friends, a certain 
Sc^hora da Cunha, and Daisy never had said a word to show 
she knew. Luis was perceptive enough to realize that she 
Ooiild not help being aware of his indiscretions, but whether 
she minded or not, he was bound to continue them, and they 
h^th knew^ this, so that the matter remained forever un- 
tnentioned, as if by mutual agreement. For a while, when they 
Wd first come to Tangier at the end of the war, there had beep 
no one. Daisy knew this was merely a quiet interval; soon 
enough it would end. When his business trips to Casablanca 
)iad Begun, she understood. Even now she had no idea who it 
Was, nor, she kept telling herself, did she care too much. 
Still, somehow sTie always found herself making an effort to 
’find out who the woman was, and if possible to meet her, 
^because she felt each time that the knowledge gave her the 
koy to yet another chamber of Luis’s mysterious personality. 
The more she could learn about his mistresses, the more she 
would know about him. Having been brought up in a world of 
Ib^tifis, Daisy believed that promiscuity was as proper for men 
it was improper for women. She would have thought it 
sh^>eking for her even to consider the idea of having a lover. 
For a decent woman there was no possibility of anyone but 
ber husband, and since she was so firmly decided on this 
sepre, she allowed herself to follow a pattern of behaviour 
which to women of less resolute character often seemed 
highly questionable. Her reputation among the feminine 
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aQoW; herself liberties that would have proven disas£j^f>t|s in 
^^be^^^e of most of the others. Knowing herself, she had 
re${>ect for herself; knowing the others, she had none for 
th^m, and thus it was of little importance to her what thiEsy 
^i?rhispered about her. What, she wondered, could they think 
'but the very worst, if tliey heard that she had invited this 
young to the Villa Hesperides during Luis’s 

absehce ? And now as she lay in her bed and methodically 
searched to unear,tl^ her motives, she felt a tiny chill of ap- 
prehension. Was she completely safe from herself with regard 
to this young man? He was harmless enough. (She smiled as 
she remembered his ingenuousness, his apparent innocence 
of the world, and tlie impression she had of his utter helpless'- 
ness in the late oj ji ) But even the most innocuous element by 
itself could prove to he dangerous in its meeting with a dif- 
ferent element. She thought about it, and felt small doubts 
rising. ‘‘Oram I realh bopin^ that something will happen, and 
is this just my way of punishing myself?” It w’as hard to say. 
She reached for the w'all button that lay on the table among a 
welter of perfume bottles and medicines, and pushed it. A 
maid knocked at the door./‘Ha\e Hugo come up,” she told 
her, 

“Ah, Hugo,” she said w^hen he appeared. ‘‘If the telephone 
rings this evening while Mr. Dvar is here, IVe gone out to 
dinner and }ou don’t know' where, or what time I’ll be back.” 
After he had closed the door she got out of bed, w^incing a 
Uttle, more in anticipation of pain than because she felt it, and 
walked across the room to the window. It was a little before 
she and almost dark, the water down there w^as black and 
choppy, and the fading colourless sky made it look cold. 
Spain had disappeared, there were only tlie rocks and the sea, 
and soon there would be less than that: only the roar of the 
waves in the darkness. She pulled tlie curtains across all 
the windows carefully and turned on an electric heater by her 
dressing-table. The little spotlights came on. She seated 
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^i^|(|ir-ii^||i^t ^ %ht Would be in all dimn^^tbc '^lito^ 
alii |l^rkM she found herself wondering exactly what dbtis 
laln^atrange Mr. Dyar thought of her. “An ageing nymj^h^h 
l^^aniaCt most likely,’* she suggested, determining to be as 
and ruthless with herself as she could. But then she 
mMtA herself why she was being so violent; it could only be in 
erder to kill whatever hope might be lurking within — ^hope 
that somehow he might find her attractive. “But that's 
l|QSPk$ense,” she objected. “What do I wanj^of a callow, dull 
inaiXI like that? lie’s a definite bore.” However, she could 
ndt" convince herself. He did not bore her; he was like an 
unanswered riddle, a painting seen in semi-darkness, its 
subject only guessed at, which could prove to be of something 
tp^ite different once one looked at it in the light. When she 
reminded herself that he could not possibly turn out to be 
anything worthwhile or interesting, even if she did manage to 
understand him, the fact that he was mysterious remained, 
and that, for her, was the important thing about him. But why 
should she find any mystery in a person like that? Again she 
experienced a feeling of misgiving, a pleasurable little 
shudder of fear. “I can manage she said to the half- 

fi|ished face irt the blinding mirror, “but can I manage 

ymir 

The distant, multiple sounds of domestic activity came 
through the thick walls of the house, a series of muted, 
scarcely audible thuds rather than as noises actually dis- 
tinguishable from one another: she, nevertheless, had learned 
through the years to interpret them. The pantry door swing- 
iog to, Mario’s evening tour of the lower floor, closing the 
slp^tters and drawing the curtains, Inez climbing the staircase^ 
Paco going out to the kennels with the dogs’ dinner, she knew 
Wiljbout question when each was happening, as the usher in a 
theatre knows from the dialogue exactly how the stage looks 
at any given moment, without needing to glance at it. Above 
these muffled sounds now emerged another, heard through 
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^i§dt'ddon Unconsciously she waited to hear it coetmue, 
tehear the car doors slam shut, the faint buzz of the bell in 
Idtehen, and the business of Hugo’s getting to the fr<mt 
entrance. But nothing happened. The silence outside wentOO 
for SO long that she began to doubt she had really heard any 
car come into the driveway; it must have continued up the 
mountain 

JiVfaen she had finished she turned off the spots, slipped 
into a new black, white negligee that Balenciaga had 
made for her in Aladnd, rearranged the pillows, and got 
back into bed, thinking that perhaps it had been a very bad 
idea, after all, to irwite Mr. Dyar alone for dinner. He might 
easily be made shv bv the absence of other guests, and particu^ 
lariy by the tact that Luis was not there. “If he’s tongue-tied, 
what in God’s name shall I talk to him about she thought. 
With drinks enough he might be more at ease, but there was 
the worse danger of Ir Inning too many. Spurred on by her 
nervousness to speculations of disaster, she began to wish she 
had not acted so quickly on her impulse to in\ite him. But he 
would arrive at any moment no\N . She shut her eyes and tried 
to relax in the way a Yogi qt Benares had taught her to do. It 
was only partially successful; nevertheless, the effort made 
time pass. 

Suddenly there was a knock at the door. Hugo entered, 
announcing Mr. Dyar. 


XVIlx 

Daisy struggled to a sitting position, a little resentful at 
having been caught unawares. Dyar held a briefcase in his 
hand; he looked more wide-awake than she remembered him. 
She wondered in passing why Hugo had not taken the 
briefcase from him along with his coat, and even more 
heetiiigly she wondered why she had not heard the taxi 



Z2Z LBT IT.’ COM3B .DOWJS 

sdyan^^ tb«^^ ^ 

hand Vi^i-ously. 

yt0t^ dicker than you look, because you look fine/’ Hfe 1tfmt 
O'waiAii pushed the briefcase under the table beside the’b^d* 
not really sick at all. It’s just a twinge of sciatica thai 
now and then. Nothing at all, darling. But I’m such Z 
ll^C^llam cry-baby and I loathe pain so, that I simply 
|ji>iunper myself. And here I am. Sit down.” She indicated 
fpot of the bed. 

tfe obeyed, and she looked at him attentively. It seemed to 
h^'that his eyes were unusually bright, that his whole face 
with an unaccustomed physical glow. At the same time 
he^sfruck her as being nervous and preoccupied. None of these 
things tallied with what she remembered about him; he had 
^een restless at the Beidaoui party, but it was a restlessness 
t^t came from boredom or apathy, whereas at the moment he 
'looked uneasy, intense, almost apprehensive. d"hey talked a 
yt; his remarks were not the sort she would have expected 
from him; neither more intelligent nor more stupid, they 
'nevertheless seemed to come from a different person. “But 
then, how do I know' what he’s like ? I scarcely know him at 
all/’ she reflected. 

“It feels good'to get inside where it’s warm,” he said. “It’s 
ehiliyout.” 

take it your taxi w'asn’t heated. Unless the car was 
delivered last week the heater would be broken by now. The 
Arabs have an absolute genius for smashing things. If you 
ymM to get rid of anything, just let an Arab touch it, and it’ll 
fafl'to pieces as he hands it back to you. They’re fantastic^ 
destructive people! God! Drinks will be along any 
irihute. Tell me about yourself in the meantime.” She pushed 
hefsclf further back into the mound of pillows behind her and 
peered out at him with the expression of one about to be told 
a long story. 

l>yar glanced at her sharply. “About myself,” he said, 
l00king away again. “ Nothing much to tell. More of the same. 
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I t^.ewyyWng was 

Waitoiig in tW IMl^lbel^w 

gai^^n, and the Jilali dispatched to fetch the ho^ . and 
br^g to the beach at Oued el Ihud at the foot of the 
W9$ eager to be off, anxious lest some unforeseen event occur 
wbit^ could be a snag in his plans. The arrival of Wilcox, for 
instance, to pay an unexpected after-dinner call — that was one 
idea whose infinite possibilities of calamity paralysed him; 
he forced4ii^^^^f think of something else. 

‘^irve you seen our silly Jack since the night before last?’' 
asked Daisy sudden l^^s if she were inside Dyar’s mind. He felt 
such acute alarm that he made a great effort to turn his head 
slowly and look at her with a carefully feigned expression 
of preoccupation turning to casual interest. “I’m worried 
about him,” she vas saying. “And I was certainly not 
reassured bv yuur h.tlc description of his behaviour.” 

But he thought : “Night beiore last ? Why night before last? 
What happened then r” In his mind the party at the Beidaoui 
palace had been weeks ago; it did not occur to him that she 
was referring to that. “No, I ha\en’t seen him,” he said, 
forgetting e\en that he had had breakfast with him that very 
morning. Hugo entered, wheeling a tabic co\ered with bottles 
and glasses. “I’ve learned one thing in my life, if nothing 
else,” Daisy said. “And that is, that it’s utterly useless to give 
anyone advice. Otherwise I’d ask Luis to talk with him. He 
might be able to worm something out of him. Because I have a 
distinct feeling he’s up to something, and, whatener it is, he 
won't get aw^ay with it. Lll wager you ten pounds he doesn’t. 
Ten pounds! Why have you brought just these few' pieces of 
ice? Bring a wLole bowl of it,” she called after Hugo as he 
closed the door behind him. 

don’t know%” Dyar said. “Don’t know what?” he 
thought, suppressing a tickling desire to laugh aloud. “Jack’s 
pretty careful. He’s nobody’s fool, you know. I can’t see him 
^getting into any serious trouble, somehow.” He felt that 
he must put a stop to this conversation or it w ould bring him 
bad luck. The mere fact that he was in a position for the 
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^ mSicate 

before a fall,” he a 

li^mt for humility, a moment to touch wood, The 
i^nget away zvith it bothered him. “I don’t know,” he aahl 



^*Ten pounds!” Daisy reiterated, handing him a whisky 
IjMd soda. He sipped it slowly, telling himself that above all 
things he must not get drunk. At the end of ten mit\i\tes cr so 
-she noticed that he was not drinking. 

Something’s wrong with your drii^k!” she exclaimed. 
^*^What have I done ? Give it to me. What does it need ?” She 
reached out for the glass. 

*^No, no, no!” he objected, hanging on to it. “It’s fine. 
I just don’t feel like drinking, somehow. I don’t knOw 

“Aha! ’’she cried, as though she had made a great discovery, 
see! Your system’s hyperacid, darling. It’s just the moment 
for a little majoun. I don’t feel much like whisky myself 
tonight.” She made a place for her glass among the bottles arid 
tubes on the night-table, opened the drawer and took out a 
sinall silver box which she handed him. 

“Have a piece,” she said. “Just don’t tell anyone about it. 
All the little people in Tangicr’d be scandalized, all but the 
Afabs, of course. They eat it all the time. It’s the only thing 
^Howed the poor darlings, with alcohol forbidden. But a 
European, a Nazarene? Shocking! Unforgivable! Depths of 
depravity! Tangier, sink-hole of iniquity, as your American 
journalists say. ‘Your correspondent has it on reliable autho- 
rity that certain members of the English colony begin their 
Gening meal with a dish of majoun, otherwise known as 
Good God!” 

He was looking with interest at the six cubes of greenish 
black candy which exactly filled the box. “What is it?” he 
s«id. 


'‘‘Majoun, darling. Majoun.” She reached out, took a square 
Slid bit it in half. “Have a piece. It’s not very good, but it’s the 
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best 

bell) 

, VKas ^ritty^ its fla'^eur a 'combinati%T4J^Jlte 

liquorice; there was also a j^uuyl^t 
tie^hsisr^ which he could not identify. “What’s it supposed 
he asked with curiosity. 

SSi put the box back on to its shelf. “The servants would be 
Isn’t it ghastly, living in fear of one’s own domestics ? 
BUtlliigjJfiWr known a place like Tangier for w’agging tongues. 
Godd'^he ^acc is incredible.” She paused and looked at him. 
“What does it do?” she said. “It’s miraculous. It’s what 
we’ve all been waiting Tor all these }ears. If you’ve never had 
it, you can’t possibly understand. But 1 call it the key to a 
forbidden way of thought.” She leaned down and patted his 
arni^ “I’m not going mystical on you, darling, although I 
easily could u 1 i- • ^ vself ^o.J'ai dc quoi, God knows. There’s 
nothing mystical about inajoun. It’s all very down to earth and 
real.” A maid knocked. Dais) spoke to her brietlv in Spanish. 
“I*ve ordered tea,” she explained, as the giil wheeled the 
table of drinks away. 

.'^Tea!” 

She laughed merrily. “It’s absolutely essential.” 

To Dyar, who had pulled his left cuff up so he could glance 
surreptitiously now and then at his watch, the time was 
creeping by with incredible slowness. Daisy talked about black 
magic, about exhibitions of hatta-yoga she had seen in 
Travancore, about the impossibility ot understanding Islamic 
legal procedure in Alorocco unless one took for granted the 
every-day use ot spells and incantations. At length the tea 
came, and they each had three cups. Dyar listened apatheti- 
cally; it all sounded to him like decoration, like the Pekineses, 
iuceuse-burners and Spanish shawls with w'hich certain idle 
women filled their apartments, back in New York. He let her 
talk for a while. I’hen he said: “But w'hat’s the story about 
that candy ? What is it ? Some kind of dope, isn’t it ? I think you 
were ijbh^aited. I don’t feel anything.” 

She smiled. “Yes, I know. Everyone says that. But it’s very 


B 




closed her eyes and remained silent a moment, a 
P^tific expression coming to rest on her upturned* 
**Yes/* she answered at length. “Definitely.” 

**You do?” The incredulity in his voice made h^^pe4Silier 
ifeyes and look at him an instant reproachfully. You dlon’t 
^lieve me ? I’m not just imagining ^hmgs. But IVe had it 
Ik^fore and I know exactly what to expect. Darling, you’re “ftot 
If^infortable there on the edge of the bed. Draw up that big 
idiair and relax.” 

When he was sprawled in the chair facing the bed, heaaid 

her: “Well, then, suppose you try and tell me what it feels 
jKIke. I might as well get some benefit out of the stuff, even if it 
i^mes second-hand.” 

‘^Oh, at the moment it’s nothing very exciting. Just a 
aB^t buzzing in my ears and an accelerated pulse.” 

^‘Sounds like fun,” he scoffed. For a few minutes he had 
forgotten that this evening he was waiting above all for time to 
Now he turned his arm a bit, to sec the face of his watch; 
It was eight twenty. He had set the meeting with Thami for no 
^j^ite hour, not knowing exactly when he would be able to 
away, but he had assured him it would not be after mid- 
^ght. The understanding w^as that the Jilali would go back to 
town to the port, and would bring the boat to a small beach 
west of Oued el Ihud, also not later than twelve o’clock. In 
meantime Thami was to sit and wait, a little below the far 
^d of the garden, so that when Dyar left the house he could 
him down across the face of the mountain, directly to 
beach. Thami had insisted he would not be bored by wait- 
so long: he had his supper and his kif pipe with him. 

'**Yes,” Daisy was saying. “If I let too much time go by, I 
be able to tell you anything at all. One becomes fsn* 
^||f$cally inarticulate at a certain point. Not always, but it can 
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Itff^xfi^ to M t^t the wind onMdt was tisi% # 

6ise a window had opened a minute ago to let the sound M. 

his head; the drawn curtains did not move. “ WhStHns 
Y'y^ looking at?” she asked. He did not answer. At the saitie 
tinae he had a senseless desire to turn his head in the other 
direction and look at the other wall, because he thought he 
shght mo\cnicnt on that side of the room. Instead, 
he^lled oiit a pack of cigarettes and offered her one. 

‘^No thanks, daihr^I I couldn’t \ou have a house. You 

see?’’ 

“What?” He stared at her. 

“I’m explaining, darling, or at least trying to You have a 
bdtise. In the middle of some modest grounds, where you’re 
used to walking ^boul ” She waited, apparently to be certain 
he was following hci argument. Since he said nothing, she 
went on. “You can al\Na}s sec the house At hast, from most 
parts of the property, but in any case, you know it’s there. It’s 
the centre of your domain Call it your objective idea about 
yourself.” 

He toyed with the pack of cigarettes, extracted one and 
lighted It, frowning. 

“Say it’s the idea of yourself by which you measure what’s 
real. You have to keep it straight in your mind, keep it in 
working order. Like a compass ” 

He was making an effort to go along with the sense of what 
she was saying, but all he could follow was the w^ords. “Like a 
compass,” he repeated, as if he thought that might help. 

“And so. You know^ every path, e\ery plant, e\ery stone on 
the grounds. But one day while you’re out walking you 
suddenly catch sight of what looks like a path in a spot where 
you’ve never noticed, nor even suspected one before.” Slowly 
her voice was taking on dramatic fervour. “The entrance is 
perhaps half hidden by a bush. You go over and look, and fin4 
there actually is a path there. You pull the bush aside, take a 
fewkteps down the path, and see ahead of you a grove of trees 
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^me he jerked his head quickly to the left/ 
was over there by the windows, staring At 
of unmoving white curtain with disbelief, 
he said to himself, as he turned back to see if shb MJ0 
H^lieed him; she seemed not to have. Relax, and be CAJpeft^h 
careful ” Why he was adding the second adn^nitj<j|a^]|0a! 
not know, save that he was conscious of an oVerwheiniing 
of uneasiness, as if a gigantic ho >tile figure towered above 
|#n, leaning over his shoulder, and he Deheved the only way ip 
^tnbat the feeling was to remain quite calm so that he COuM 
control his movements. 

. Then through the trees you see that the path leads 
tip a hill. ‘But there is no hilP’ you exclaim, probably aloifd 
fey this time, you’re so excited and muddled So you hurry on, 
^mb the hill, which is rather high, and when you get to the^ 
top you see the countryside, perfectly familiar on all sides. You 
identify every detail. And there’s your house below, just 
where it should be. Nothing is wrong It’s not a dream and 
you’ve not gone mad. If }ou hadn’t seen the house, of course, 
know you’d gone mad But it’s there. Everything is all 
jMht.” She sighed deeply, as if in relief “It’s just upsetting to 
l^d that grove of trees and that strange hill in the middle of 
land Because it can’t be there, and yet it is. You’re 
Ifetced to accept it But it’s how you think once youVe 
accepted it that makes what I call the forbidden way of thought. 
^Olhidden, of course, by your own mind, until the moment 
accept the fact of the hill That’s majoun for you. You fin4 
idfepolutely new places inside yourself, places you feel simply 
)j§^uldn’t be a part of you, and yet there they are. Does whjit I 
mean anything at all to you, or have I been ranting like a 
ieniac?” 

^'"Oh, no. Not at all ” All his effort was going to a 

H^ere ring to the words. An intense silence followecjf 
^ felt he was also making, as he had uttered the wor^i'^nly 
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'‘^X^What the hell is this?’’ he asked himself in a sudden 
iSe'llAd promised himself not to get drunk; it was the tno^ 
;iir|^p0|tant thing to remember while he was at the Villa ffcs- 
this evening. ‘‘Tm not druid:/’ he thought trium- 
phtfitly, and he found himself on his feet, stretching. “It*$ 
stuffy in here,” he nuiked, wondering if she w'ould think he 
yms being rude. 

She laughed. “Come, now, darling. Admit you’re feeling 
the inajoun at last.” 

‘*Why.^ Beransr I sa} it’s stuffy? Nope. I’m damned if I 
feel anything.’ Ih was not being obstinate; already he had 
forgotten the little side-trip his mind had made a moment ago. 
Now that he w^as standing up the air in the room did not seem 
close. He walked ove* to a window', pulled the heavy curtain 
aside, and peered out into the dark. 

“You don't mind being alone here at night?” he said. 

“Sometimes,” she answ'ered vaguely, wondering if his 
question w'ould be followecj by others. “Stop thinking like 
that,” she told herself with annoyance. 

He still stood by the window. “ You’re pretty high up here.” 

' “About six hundred feet.” 

^‘Have you ever been down to the bottom?” 

Over those rocks ? God, no ! Do you think I’m a chamois ?” 

He began to walk around the room ^lowdy, his hands behind 
him, stepping from one zebra si in to the next as if they were 
rocks in a stream. There w'as no doubt that he felt strange, but 
* it^ not any wxiy he had expected to feel, and so he laid it to 
l&own perturbation. The evening was going to be agonizingly 
“I’d like to be saying good night right now,” he thought^^ 
' Evelrytjiing he took the trouble to look at carefully seemed tq 
h(esI^Stling with an intense but undecipherable meaning: 
Da^ta face with its halo of w^hite pillow^s, the light pouriiig 



23P 


L#:*r IT cOMia 




mbre <iistkht partd toolu t|be 

. where the motionless curtains almost toucl^ed w 
V^'Each thing was uttering a wordless but vital mesMge 
was a key, a symbol, but which there was no hop^iCtf 
tg or understanding. And inside himself, now th^t ht 
pie conscious of it, in his chest more than anywhere 
tllkei^Was a tremendous trembling pressure, as thougUJjf 

to explode. He breathed in various ways to see if^'he 
change it, and then he realized heart was beating 

plli fast. “Ah, hell,” he said aloud, because he was suddenly 
(lightened. 

*^Come and sit down, darling. What's the matter with you? 
You’re as restless as a cat. Are you hungry ? Or has the majOttfi 
got you?” 

**No,” he said shortly. “Nothing’s got me.” He thought 
diat sounded absurd. “ If I go and sit down,” he thought, “Til 
get up again, and she’ll know something’s the matter.’^ He felt 
he must make e\ery effort to pie\ent Daisy from knowing 
what was going on inside him 'I’he objects in the room, its 
W^lls and furniture, the air around his head, the idea that he 
in the room, .that he was going to cat dinner, that the cliffs 
93M the sea were below, all these things were playing a huge, 
iflhudible music that was rising each second toward a climax 
which he knew would be unbearable wdien it was reached, 
going to get worse.” 

"^He swallowed with difficulty. “Something’s got to happen 
ip 9 minute. vSomething’s got to happen.” He reached the chair 
stood behind it, his hands on the back. Daisy looked at 
distraughtly. She was thinking: “Why have I never dared 
JtlH^jLuis about majoun?” She knew he would disapprove,, if 
because it was a native concoction. But that was not 'why 
I h(Miad kept silent. She had never told anyone about it; the 
taUng of it was a supremely private ritual. The expmence 
vi^auch a personal one that she had never wanted to ahiibe it 
Wh 3 ^ another. And here she was, undergoing it with som^ne 
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Sector telling his flock about Hell/' 

^ iaughed and sat in the chair. Under the table in 
shgobw he saw his briefcase. The tremulous feeling inside bin 
4tii4de^ly expressed a great elation; it was still the same sensa^ 
it had changed colour. The relief made him laugh 

again/ 

** Really!” exclaim^" 1 Diisy. ''You may as well admit you’re 
£eeling the majoun. Because J know damned well you are. At 
least admit it to yourself. You'll have more fun with it. You’ve 
been fighting it for the past ten minutes. That's not the way to 
treat it. Just sit back and let it take its course. It's in you, and 
yot^ can’t g^*t rid oi so you may as well enjoy it.” 

Ho w’ about you ? ' He would not admit it. 
told you long ago I w^as feeling it. At the moment I’m 
about to take off on a non-stop flight to Arctunis ” 

‘*You are, are you?” His voice w'as unfriendly. "Personally, 
I think the stuff is a fake. I'm not saying it has no effect at all, 
but I don’t call feeling jumpy and ha\ing my heart beat twice 
too fast, I don't call that a kick, myself.” 

She laughed commiseratingly. "You should have drunk 
your whisky, darling. You'd have felt more at home with it. 
Mms enfin. ...” She sat up and rang the bell. "I expect the 
fcitbhen is in a turmoil because we're taking so long with our 
tea/’ 




cbamBi^ Slie took a deep breath,' abd : 

p^tulanliy: '‘‘Fdr God’s sake, sit down. You look like 



XIX 

Att.i)URING THE dinner Daisy talked unceasingly; often Dyar 
fi0pf9id himself replying in monosyllables, not because he was 
. UnWerested, although occasionally he had very little idea what 
she WSffl saying, but because half the time he w^as off some^ 
Whari in a world of his own. He did not know what he was 
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^Ultalble he would have had no desii% to ti 
It was as if his mind withdrew to a tenKl^'I^K 
ir of his being. Then it would come out into the 
i, and he would find himself actually believing that he 
ag dinner at a small table in a quiet room while a woBjlllpl 
Hiyih bed nearby eating the same food from a tray. 

^You’re awfully untalkative,** Daisy said presently. 

IStVer have given the majoun to you^f I’d known it was goibhg 
l^ltiake a statue out of you.” 

Her words made him uncomfortable. “Oh,” he said.'Attd 
y^hat seemed to him a long time latei : “ I’m all right.” 

*‘Yes, I daresay you are. But you make a goddam 
sillisfactory dinner partner.” 

Now he became fully present, began to stammer apologies 
inore florid than the occasion warranted. 

couldn’t feel w^orse,” he said finally, “if Td kicked you. 
^ don’t know what was the matter with me. It must be that 
ituff that did something crazy to me.” 

“It’s all my fault. Don’t give it another thought, poOr 

darling.” 

^ He would not have it that way. “No, no, no,” he said. 

There’s no excuse.” And in an access of contiition he rose 
sat down heavily on the bed beside her. The tray tipped 
perilously. 

*‘Be careful, darling! ” she exclaimed. “I shall have peas and 
all over me in another moment.” But he had already 
|i|S35ed her hand and w^as covering it with quick kisses. He Was 
luting in the air, impelled by a hot, dry wind which enveloped 
voluptuously caressed him. For the space of two loltg 
births she was silent, and he heard his own breathing, and 
||p|dused it with the sound of the wind that was blowing '^|n 
above the vast, bare, sunlit valley. The skin Iter 
was smooth, the flesh was soft. He pulled her 
El@^rd him, over the balancing tray. 
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asi«teli%.,fteed in 

w^nt over first; the icy stain 

IBi^.^m jnmt> convulsively. Then, very slowly it sceiMsi^W 
Imij^j^isrtes slid and tumbled toward him as the tray overttui^ 
bttried the lower part of his body in a confusion of 
l^'SWiire and warm food. “Oh!"’ she cried. But he held 
^Ore tightly with one arm, sweeping the tray and some of thSs^ 
t$||^ onto the floor with the other. And he scrambled up to be 
completely near her, so that there were only a few thicknesses 
of wet cloth, a fork a ;poon or two between them, and pres- 
ently, after a short stiuggle with pieces of clinging clothing, 
^Oothing but a few creamed mushrooms. 

“For God’s sake, no! Not like this!” she was on the point 
of shouting, hut as if she sensed how tenuous w'as the impulse 
that mov^'d him, she thought: *‘At this very moment youVe 
ho|>ing desperately that nothing wall happen to stop this. So 
you did want it to happen. Why wouldn’t you admit it.^ Why 
can’t you be frank? ^^ou wanted it; let it happen, even this 
way. Even this way.” And so she said nothing, reaching out and 
turning off the light beside the bed. A word, she told herself, 
could have broken the thread b) which he hung suspended 
from the sky; he would have fallen with a crash into the room, 
a furiously embarrassed young man with no excuse for hfs 
behaviour, no escape from his predicament, no balm for his 
.injured pride. “lie’s very sweet, ^nd a little mad. So compact. 
jMot at all like Luis. But could I really love any man I don’t 
JlfCspect? I don’t respect him at all. How can one respect an 
Impersonal thing? He’s scarcely human. He’s not conscious 
of me as me. As anothei natural ^orce, perhaps, yes. But that’s 
not enough. I could never love him. But he’s sweet. God 
inows, he’s swx'ct.” 

The soft endless earth spread out beneath him, glowing with 
piplight, untouched by time, uninhabited, belonging w^hoBy 
How far below^ it lay he could not have said, gliding 
fOftddlessly through the pure luminous air that admitted no 
pb^ibility of distance or dimension. Yet he could touch its 




%ould make it. This was a corner of 
was there, but until now had not beetl 
at present, having discovered it, he also knew he 
to find his way back another time. Something wa| 
completed; there would be less room for fear. T|ic 
Pimght filled him with an ineffable happiness. “Ah, God^*^ 
^yitoured aloud, not knowing that he did so. 

I^^cyond the windows the rising j^md^blew through 
Stresses, bringing with it occasionally the deeper sound of 
ll^ aoa below. Regularly the drawn white curtains on one side 
0if the room glowed white as the lighthouse’s beam flashed 
^ft>ss it. Daisy coughed. 

^*You’re a slut,” she said to herself. ‘Tlow could you ever 
)|ave allowed this to happen? But it’s ghastly! "J'he door’s not 
lon^d. One of the servants may knock at any minute. Just 
collect yourself and do something. Do something* ” 

She coughed again. 

** Darling, this is dreadful,” she said softly, smiling in the 
ddrk, trying to keep her voice free of reproach. He did not 
he might have been dead. “Darling,” she said again 
hjliri^ntly. Still he gave no sign of having heard her. For a 


loii^ment she drifted back into her thoughts. If one could only 
let%o, even for a few seconds, if only one could cease caring 
^sdl^Ut everything, but really everything, what a wonderful 
it would be. But that would probably be death. Life 

f ts caring, is one long struggle to keep from going to piecea. 
u let yourself have a really good time, your health goes to 
!$, and if your health goes, your looks go. The awful part 
^|that in the end, no matter what you have done, no matter 
careful you may have been, everything falls apart, ai^r- 


The disintegration merely comes sooner, or later, depend^ 
you. Going to pieces is inevitable, and you haven’t ev^ 
aHjf l^ieces to show when you’re finished. “Why should thildIjSe 
^iHl^i^ssing thought ? ” she wondered. “ It’s the most obyidus 
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ilistance, out over the Atlantic, she heard 
of a plane as the dark mountain and the 'VlEb 
H^^q^rides were included briefly within the radius of 
SOtUnd^ Northward to Idsbon, southward to Casablanca, ta 
another hour Luis might be hearing that same motor as it 
cirdted above the airport. 

‘^Carling, She struggled a little to free herself from 
his. embrace. Since he si ll lield her, she squirmed violently 
and managed to sit up, bathed in sweat, wine and grease. The 
air of the room suddenly seemed bitter cold. She ran her hand 
tentatively over her stomach and drew it hack, disgusted. 
Quickly she iiimped out of bed, locked the door into the 
corridor, drew hex }.>eignoir around her, and disappeared into 
the bathroom without turning on any light. 

She stayed in the shower rather longer than was necessary^ 
hoping that by the tin ^ she came out he would have got up^ 
dressed, and perhaps cleared awa\ some of the mess around 
the bed. Then she could ring, say : “I’ve had a little accident/^ 
and have coffee served. When she opened the bathroom door 
the room was still in darkness. She went over to the night- 
table and switched on the light. He lay asleep, partially covered 
by the sheet. 

“But this is the eridl ” she told herself. And with an edge of 
annoyance in her voice: “Darling, I’m sorry. You absolutely 
mUStg^t dressed immediately.” He did not stir; she seized his 
shoulder and shook it with impatience. “ Come along! Up with 
you! This little orgy has gone on ^ong enough. ...” 

He heard her words with perfect clarity, and he understood 
wfeat they meant, but they were like a design painted on a wall, 


Utterly without relation to him. He lay still. The most im- 
portant thing in the world was to prolong the moment of 
S<l0|;hing emptiness in the midst of which he was living. 

hold of the sheet, she jerked it back over the foot of 
the Then she bent over and shouted in his ear: “You’re, 
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iiito the-''bathrobm'; 

ss^ immediately, darling.’* Looking into {Se'J»$crc^, 
her hair, she said to herself: “Well, are you 
|)|p^^Spleased with the episode ?” and she found herself 
^<|ftrlp8wer, dwelling rather on the mipculous fact that 
|XOt walked in on them; the possibility of his having 
^ Wemed now more dreadful each minute. “ I must have ^jeyiSii 
out of my senses.’' She closed her eyes for ah instantl^d 


Dyar had pulled on his clothing mechanically, without 
|>eiog fully conscious of what he w^as doing. However, by thd 
lime he came to putting on his tic, his mind was functioning. 
Ho too stood before a mirror, smiling a little triumphantly 
made the staccato gestures with the strip of silk. He 
OSimbed his hair and knelt by the bed, wdiere he began to 
t^rape up bits of food from the floor and put them on the tray. 
Daisy came out of the bathroom. “You’re an angel!” sne 
n|ied. “I w^as just going to ask if you’d mind trying to make a 
jl^ltle order out of this chaos.” She lay down on a chalSe 
|00gue in the centre of the room and pulled a fur coverlet 
'^ound her, and she was about to say: “I’m sorry there was 
opportunity for you to ha\e a shower, too,” when ste 
'^I^OUght: “Above all, I must not embarrass him,” She 
decided to make no reference to what had occurred. “Be a 
and ring the bell, will >ou, and we’ll have coffee. I’m 
eidhausted.” 

But apparently he w^as in no w^ay ill at case; he did as she 
iilifg^sted, and then went to sit cross-legged on the floor at 
side. “I’ve got to get going,” he said to himself, apd be 
not even preoccupied with the idea of how he WOUld 
broach the subject of his departure; after the coffee he WOUld 
Simply get up, say goodbye, and leave. It had be6«| m 
MVenture, but Daisy had had very little to do with it, beyojid 
iSe^g the detonating factor; almost all of it had taken 
lelsSdc him. Still,, since the fact remained that he had 
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^*Xp*iytUim^titou^hr* Me tdtiched her arm. 

“I^o^it’s glacial in this room. Glacial. God! I cari*iitiP^ 
iifhy didn’t have a fireplace installed when they 
hli|$d^^S ^he house.” 

Hugo knocked on the door. For ten minutes or so the room 
ivibfull of activity: Inez and another girl changing the sheets, 
cleaning up the food from the floor, Paco removing, 
grease spots from the rug beside the bed, Hugo serving 
coSee. Daisy sat i v'c )inV Dear’s face as she sipped her coffee, 
noting with a certain slight, resentment that, far fiom being 
hmharrassed, on the contrary he showed signs of feeling 
pore at ease with her than earlier in the e\ening. ^'But what 
do I expect?” she thought, whereupon she had to admit to 
herself that she ^axdd ha\e liked him to be a little more 
impressed by wdiat had passed between them. He had come 
diirough untouched; she had the uncas> impression that even 
his passion had been < bjectless, automatic. 

" “What goes on in your head?” he said when the servants 
had all gone out and the room had fallen back into its 
quiet. 

Even that anno\ed her. She considered the question 
insolent. It assumed an intimacy winch ought to ha\e existed 
between them, hut which for some reason did not. ‘‘But why 
nOt?’^ she waindcrcd, looking closely at his satisfied, serious 
expression. 'Fhe answer came up read\>made and absurd 
frpm her subconscious; it sounded like doggerel. “It doesn’t 
because he doesn’t exist.” This ^ ^as ridiculous, certainly, 
but it struck a chord soniewhcK in the vicinity of the truth. 
“Unreal. What does it mean for a person to he unreal? And 
w|iy should I feel he is unreal?” Then she laughed and said: 
^^My God! Of course! You want to feel you’re alive!” 

set his cup and saucer on the floor, saying: “ Huh?” 

“Isn’t that what you said to me the first night you came 
when I asked what you w^anted most in life ? ” 

ftMir 
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it seemed to her she heard her vo£le 

gknced at her swiftly ; she thought he looked hurt^ ^ 

^Why am I trying to bait the popr man?” she thc^lS^I^, 
done no harm.” It was reasonless, idiotic, yetM^ 
was there, very strong. 

^*Why dead?” His voice was even; she imagined" it^ 
i^ection was hostile. 

^*Oh, not dead!” she said impatiently. “Just not alive. Not 
really. But we’re all like that, these days, I suppose. Not 
l)tltte so blatantly as you, perhaps, but still ...” 

**Ah.” He was thinking: “r\e got to get out of here. IVe 
l^t to get going.” 

** We’re all monsters,” said Daisy with enthusiasm. “It’s 
jtlwj Age of Monsters. Why is the story of the woman and the 
^wolves so terrible ? You know the story, where she has a 
^^ed full of children, crossing the tundra, and the wolves are 
fidiowing her, and she tosses out one child after another to 
placate the beasts. Eveiy^one thought it ghastly a hundred 
years ago. But today it’s much more terrible. Much. Because 
it was remote and unlikely, and now it’s entered into the 
Kalm of the possible. It’s a terrible story not because the 
fSl^man is a monster. Not at all. But because what she did to 
herself is exactly what we’d all do. It’s terrible because 
so desperately true. I’d do it, you’d do it, everyone We 
would do it. Isn’t that so ? ” 

Across the shining stretches of floor, at the bottom of a 


of yellow light, he saw his briefcase waiting. The sigh$ of 
|t lying there reinforced his urge to be gone. But it wis 
imperative that the leavetaking be casual. If he mentioned it 
vaguely now, the suggestion would he easier to act upbo in 
five minutes. By then it would be eleven-thirty, 
he began, breathing in deeply and stretchings ^if 
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,^im^ll^^^'yfw'^taethkfg 'wrong with herr'«D#1^i^ to 
there contentedly, perhaps holding 
Ic^X idliing his hair and saying a quiet word now and'l^fl. 
|l^ead she was tense and restless, talking anxiously 
) 0 ^es and monsters, seeking either to put something into 
mind or to take something out of it; he did not k40w 
^wtuch. 

m^Do you?'’ she insisted, the words a despairing challeiigi^. 
Jt was as if, haa ht bcJn able to ans\\Lr “Yes,” the sound of 
the word might have given her a little peace He might have 
$aid: “Yes, I do know someone,” or even: “Yes, such a 
j>ersOn exists,” and she would perhaps have been comforted, 
The world, that far-away place, would have become in- 
habitable cuiu sible once again. But he said nothing. Now 
ahe took his hand, turned her face down to him coquettishly, 
“Speaking of monsters, now^ that I recall your fiist evening 
here, I remember. God! You’re the greatest monster of all^ 
Of course! With that great emptiness in >oar hand. But my 
Gk)d! Don’t you remember ? Don’t you remember what I told 
you?’* 

“Not very much of it,” he said, annoyed to see his chance 
nf escape being pulled further away from him. “I don’t take 
much stock in that sort of stuff, you know\” 

“Stock, indeed!” she snorted. “Evervone knows it’s 
perfectly true and quite scientihc. But in any case, whether 
you take stock or not — what an expression! — ^just remember, 
you can do what you want II > ou know^ what \ ou want ! ” she 
added, a little harshly. “\ou have an empty hand, and 
Vacuums have a tendency to fill up. Be careful what goes into 
your life.” 

be careful,” he said, ^vtanding up. “I’m afraid I’ve 
gat to be going. It’s getting late.” 

not late, darling,” she said, but she made no effort to 
J^suade him to stay on. “Call a cab.” She pointed to the 
telephone. “It’s 24-80.” 
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said smiling. 

get lost. You’re mad.” She was thmkingi 
wants to save the money. Shall I tell him to 
our bill?” She decided against^it. “Do as you 
filMd, shrugging. 

lie took up his briefcase, she said : “ I shall see you donHl 
door,” and despite his protests she w^P-^^d ahead 
Hown the stairs into the hall where a lew candles 
. The house was very still. 

^^he servants are all in bed, I guess,” he said. 

^^^]Iertainly not! I haven’t dismissed Hugo yet.” She opeu^d 
l^Moor. The wdnd blew in, rippling her peignoir. 

Ifou’d better go up to bed. You’ll catch cold.” 

took the hand she held forth. “It was a wonderful 
ing,” he declared, 

JrfUis w^ill be back in a few* days. \ou must come to dinnctt^ 
rii call you, darling.” 

rtUght.” He backed aw^ay a few steps along the gravel walj^ 
*^um to your left there by that clump of bamhcio. Tife 
^g|teJs9pen.” 

‘^ood night.” 

^^^ood night.” 

Stepping behind the bamboo thicket, he waited to hear her 
»se the door. Instead, he heard her say: “Ah, Hugo. 

you are! You may lock the gate after Mr. Dyar.” 

^Qot to do something about that"' he thought, walking 
^ol^y to the right, around the side of the house to the terr$00 
the swimming-pool reflected the stars in its 
It was a chance to take, because she would probacbly 
been watching, to see him go out through the gate. 

;ht think he already had slipped out when she was 
otherwise it would be very bad. 'Fhe idea of juS^ h0W^ 
OOuld be struck him w^ith full force as he hesitated 
jpool, and as he hurried ahead down the steps, inter 
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""he tfiougbe, 

Hje^J::^<I now come out from behind the shadow of the l£| 
Open moonlight. Ahead of him something whicbi 
like part of the vegetation along the path slowly roi^ 
ilked toward him. ‘‘ Let’s go,” said Thami. 

up,” Dyar whispered furiously At the moment 
full viv.' " o^ the Ijouse. 

^ '« J^d as she stra^. d n identify the second person, even to 
the "point of opening one oT the doors and silently stepping OOt 
ontp the terrace to peer down through the deforming moon- 
light, the two men huined along the path that led to the top of 
thB^liff) and were hidden from her sight. 
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Ij&yAR LAY ON hib bc.cl: across the scat m the stern of the boit, 
his hands beneath his head, looking up at the stars, vaguely 
Wishing that at some time or anotlier he had learned a little 
'about astronomy. The rowboat they had brought along to get 
aboard an 1 ^ scudded on top of the dark waves a few 

feet behind hiiij, tied to a frayed towing rope that was toa 
^hort. He had started out by arguing about the rope, bach ^t 
Oued el Ihud when they were bobbing around out there a 
hundred feet or sc from the cliffs, trying to attach the two 
c^aft together, but then he had decided to save his words, for 
other, more important things. And in any case, now that the 
Jilali was away from the land, he paid no attention to what was 
said to him, feeling, no doubt, that he was master of the imme- 
diate situation, and could afford to disicgard suggestions made 
by two such obvious landlubbers as Thami and the crazy 
Christian gentleman with him. The moment of greatest 
danger from the police had been passed when the Jilali was 
' rounding the breakwater, before the others had ever got into 
the boat. Now they were a good mile and a half from shore; 
the^e was little likelihood of their being seen. 

From time to time the launch passed through choppy waters 
^Wh^re the warmer Mediteriarcan current disagreed with the 
^ves moving in from the Atlantic. Small wdiitecaps broke 
ahd hissed in the dark alongside, and the boat, heaving 
' Upward, would remain poised an instant, shuddering its 
prbpeller left the water, and then plunging ahead like 
dolpiiin. To the right, cut out by a razor-blade, the bUck 
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thing had been to get aboard; now it wasiti^ j^t 
jjS3|p^"When he felt the land of the Spanish Zone under hia 
supposed he would know what the next step was to 
no point in planning unless you knew what #1^ 
ippIbiKties were. He relaxed his body as much as he ' 

risking being pitched to the floor. “Smoke?’* ca%M 


^ ,^^*^Itold you no!” Dyar yelled, sitting up in fury, gesturing*"^ 
cigarettes, no matches in the ooat. What’s the 
^thyou?” 

**He wants one,” Thami explained, even as the Jilali, V^IBS 
Steering, struck a match and tried to shelter the flanie 
liroxn the wand. The attempt was unsuccessful, and Thami 
numaged to dissuade him from lighting another. “Tell him 
fie’a a goddam fool,” called Dyar, hoping thus to enlist 
mmi on his side, but Thami said nothing, remaining 
hunched up on the floor near the motor. 

There was no question of sleeping; he was much too alert 
for that, but as he lay there in a state of enforced inactivity, 
Ihi^iking of nothing at all, he found himself entering a region 
memory which, now that he saw it again, he thought 
been lost forever. It began with a song, brought back to 
hlhit perhaps, by the motion of the boat, and it was the only 
song that had ever made him feel really happy: “Go. To 
My little pickaninny. Mammy’s goin’ to slap you if you 
Hushabye. Rockabye. Mammy’s little baby. Mammy’s 
litd^ Alabama coon.” Those could not have been the words, 


isilt they were the words he remembered now. He was 
<iSWered by a patchwork quilt which was being tucked in 
aofi^rely on both sides — with his fingers he could feel the 
Ctoas-stitching where the pieces were joined — and his 
^l^'^iying on the eiderdown pillow his grandmother had made 
the softest pillow he had ever felt. And like th<^ sfcy, 
his ^Wher was* spread above him; not her face, for he did not 



ANOTHER KIND OF SILENCE 


247 




9^ 48^1*'^®^°!® something much more po^ili^. 
e^h^ his hyeS, there were her eyes looking at him, 
terrified’s him. With his eyes closed there was nothing^J 
and her presence Her voice was above, and. 
all around ; that way there was no possible danger M 




wdrld. 


^How the hell did I think of that^” he wondered, looking 
ts^^emnd him aA-^e sat up^to see if the lights of Tangier had yet 
beeh hidden by C. ^ e Malabata They were still there, but the 
Mack ragged rocks were cGlJ:ing across them slowlj^, cove^g 
them with the darkness of the deserted coast Atop the cliff the 
lighthouse flashed again and again, automatically, becoming 
presently a th^nr he no longer noticed He rubbed his fingers 
together with a/ uoyance somehow they had got resin on 
t^em, and it would not come ofT 

And as the small boat passed more certain Iv into a region of 
slpdowed safety, fait' er from lights and the possibility of dis- 
covery, he found himself thinking of the water out here as a 
place of solitude The boat seemed to be making less noise now. 
His mind turned to wondering what kind of man it was who 
sat near him on the floor, saying nothing He had talked with 
Thami, sat and drunk with him, but during all the moments 
they had been in one another's company it never had occurred 
to him to ask himself what thoughts went on behind those 
inexpressive features He looked at Thami his arms were 
folded around his tightly drawn-up knees, and his head, 
th^bwm back, rested against the gunwale He seemed to be 
][ooking upward at the sky, but ^}ar fdt certain that his eyes 
were closed. He might even be asleep. ‘‘Why not?’* he 
thought, a little bitterly. “He’s got nothing to lose. He*? 
tisklug nothing ” Easy money for Thami — probably the 
ei^tst^he ever would make with the little boat. “He doesn’t, 
giv^»a damn whether I get there or not Of course he esLtk 
sleep. I ought to have come alone ” So he fumed silenlly; 
without understanding that the only reason why he resented 
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tl^s^^irpotbet|^l sl(^p, h* ,^puld have no oiie tp talk 

in tne bow, began to §iti5g, 4 Tij4«|lJau§( 
s<jlif lltfaichto Dyar’sears sounded like a prolonged and strident 
The noise it made had no i elation to anything — 
pibt^to the night, the boat, not to Dyar’s mood. Suddenly he 
h^d a sickeningly lucid glimpse of the whole unlikely situation, 
he chuckled nervously. To be tossing about in a 
Jackie old launch at three in the morning in the Strait*'Of 
Gibraltar with a couple of idiotic barbarians, on his way God 
Only knew where, with a briefcase crammed with money— it 
made no sense. 'Fhat is to say, he could not find a way of 
believing it. And since he could not bclie\e it, he did not 
really have any part in it; thus he could not he very deeply 
concerned in any outcome tiie situation might present. It 
/was the same old sensation of not being invoked, of being left 
out, of being beside reality rather than in it. He stood up, and 
almost fell forw'ard onto the floor. “Shut up!” he roared; the 
Jilali stopped singing and called something in a questioning 
voice. Then he resumed his song. But as D^ar sat down 
again he realized that the dangerous moment had passed: the 
vision of the senselessness of his predicament tiad faded, and 
he could not recall exactly why it liad seemed absurd, 
"Wanted to do this,” he told himself. It had been his choice. 

. He was responsible for the fact that at the moment he was 
where he was and could not be elsewhere, 'rhere w'as even a 
savage pleasure to be had in reflecting that he could do 
nothing else but go on and sec what would happen, and that 
this impossibility of finding any other solution w'as a direct 
result of his own decision. He sniffed the wet air, and said to 
hiin^elf that at last he was living, that whatever the reason for 
his doubt a moment ago, the spasm which had shaken him 
^ had been only an instant’s return of his old state of mind, 
when he had been anonymous, a victim. lie told himself, 
although not in so many w^ords, that his new and veritable 
^ condition was one which permitted him to believe easily in the 
reality of the things his senses perceived — to take part in their 
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existencsefi, th«t is, is participation. And he 

expected now to lead the ' procession of his life, as* the 
.locoidotive heads the train, no longer to be a helpless 
incidental somewhere in the middle of the line of events, 
drawn one way and another, without the possibility ‘or 
even the need of knowing the direction m which he Was 
heading. 

' These certainties he pondered exjdain the fart that an hour 
oltdO later, when he could no longer near the idea that Thanii 
had not onc^. sK.ftcd position, D\<ir lurched to his feet, 

' Stepped over, nixw Licked him Inrhtly in the nbs. Thami 
groaned and murmured s^ojnethin^^ in Arabic. 

“What's the idea? You can sleep later.” 

Thami groaned again, said: “Vvhat >011 want?” but the 
words " 1 h\ the stead} stream of explosions made 

by the uotor. leaned tlown, and } tiled “It’s going to be 

light soon, for (h)d’s saks' ^ vSit n}> and keep an eve open. Where 
the hell are we ?” 

Thami pointed I ily towud the Jilah. 'Alj knows. Don't 
worry.” But he rose and w^ciit to sit in the bow’, and Dyar 
squatted down between the motor and the gunwale, more or 
less where Thami had been sitting. It was warmer here, out 
of the wdnd, but the smell of the gasoline w'as too strong. He 
felt a sharp emptiness in his stom h; he could not tell 
whether it was hunger or nausea, because it wa\ercd between 
the two sensations. Aftc r a fe'v minutes he rose and w^alked 
uncertainly to join ddiami. The Jilali motioned to them both to 
go and sit in tlie stein. When D\ar objected, because the air 
was fresh here by the wheel, dTcxmi said: “Too heavy. It 
won't go last tins way,” and ihc} stumbled aft to sit side by 
side back there on the wet can\as cushions. Long ago the 
moon had fallen behind a liank of towering, thick clouds in 
the west. Abo\e wcie the stais, and ahead the sk} presently 
assumed a colourless aspect, the water beneath melting 
stnokelike, rising to merge momentarily wdth the pallid air. 
The Jilali's turbaned head took on shape, became sharp and 
black against the beginning eastern light. 
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“You sure .j'ou know v^te wp’re going?” Dyar said 
-laughed. “Yes. Tm sure.” 

“f 'may be wanting to stay up there quite a while, you 

know.** 

Thami did, not speak for a moment. “You can stay all your 
life if you want,’’ he said sombrely, making it clear that he did 
not relish the idea of staying at all. 

“What about you ? How do you feel about it ?” 

“Me? Feel about what?” 

“Staying.” 

“I have to go to 'Fangier with Imn.” 'Fhami indicated the 

Jilali. 

Dyar turned to face him furiously. “The hell you do. 
YouTe going to stay with me. Ilow the hell d'you think Tm 
going to eat up there all hy myself?” 

It was not yet light enough to see the contours of Thami’s 
face, but Dyar had the feeling he was genuinely surprised. 
“Stay with you?” he repeated slowly. “But how long? Stay 
up there?” Then, with more assurance: “I can’t do that. I 
have to w^ork. I’ll lose money. You’re paying me for the boat 
and to go with you and show you the house, that’s all.” 

“He knows I’ve got money here,” Dyar thought savagely. 
^‘I)amn his soul.” 

“You don’t think I’m giving you enough?” He heard his 
own voice tremble. 

Thami was stubborn. “You said only the boat. If I don^t 
work I lose money.” Then he added brightly; “Why you 
think I bought this boat? Not to make money? If I stay with 
you at Agla I make nothing. He takes the boat to Tangier, 
everything is in d angier. My boat, my house, my family. I sit 
m Agla and talk to you. It’s very good, but I make no money.’^ 

Dyar thought. “ Why doesn’t he ask me why I want to stay 
Up there? Because he knows. Plain ordinary blackmail. A war 
of nerves. I’m goddam if I give in to him.” But even as he 
formed the words in his mind, he knew that what Thami was 
Sjaying had logic. 
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So what d'you expect me to j ** he said slowly, proceed- 
ing with caution. “Pay you so ihuch a day to stay up 
, Thatni 'shrugged his shoulders. “ It's ho use to stay at 
Agla, anyway. It's no good there. What do you want tO do 
there ? It’s cold and with mud all over. I have to go back." 

“So I have to make you an oiier/’ he tliought grimly. 
“Why don’t you ask me how mucli Tve got here in the brief- 
case?" Aloud he said ; “Well, you can stay a few days at least, 
rifsee you don’t lose anything by it.” Thami seemed satisfied. 
Bufr Dyar Mas dl at eas^. It was impossible to tell how much 
he knew, even hoe. iiurh he was interested in knowing, or to 
form any idea of what he thought about the whole enterprise. 
If he w^ould only ask an explicit quc'^tion, tiie wsiy he phrased 
it might help determine how much he knew, aiid the reply 
could be forri^H accordingly. Since he said nothing, he 
remained a myo^..'^ At one point, v\hen they had been 
silent for some minutes, Dyxir said to him suddenly: “What 
are you thinking about?” and m the white light of dawn his 
smooth face looked cl Idisnly innocent a^ he answered : “ Me ? 
Thinking? Why should 1 think? I’m happ\. 1 don't need to 
think." All the sarrH", to Dyar the reply seemed devious and 
false, and he said to himself: “The bastard’s planning some- 
thing or other.” 

With the arri\al oi daylight, the air a^d w'ater had become 
calmer. On the Spanish side of the strait they saw^ a large 
freighter moving slowly westward, statuelike, imperturbable. 
The progress of the launch was so noisy and agitated in its 
motion that it seemed to Dyar the freighter must be gliding 
forward in absolute silence. He Doked in all directions 
uneasily, scanning the African C'msI with particular attention. 
The mountains tumbled precipitately down into the froth- 
edged sea, but in a few^ spots he thought he could see a small 
stretch of sand in a cove. 

“What’s this Spanish Zone like?” he asked presently. 

Thami yawned. “Like every place. Like America.” 

Dyar was impatient. “What d’you mean, like America? Do 
the houses have electric lights? Do they have telephones?" 
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said^lDyaf^mcrijdtjloMy. In TapgieT M had 
k^d that the Spanish Zone was a primitive place, anjl 

h]i!f pictured it as a wilderness whose few inhabitants lived in 
and talked in grunts or sign language. ‘‘But in the 
Country/* he pursued. “They don't have telephones out 
there, do they ? '* 

^ ' Thami looked at liini, as if mildly surprised at his insistence 
Up6n continuing so cliildisli a conversation. “Sure they uo. 
What do you think? How they going' to run tJie government 
without telephones? You tliink it’s like the Siategal?” The 
Senegal was Thami’s idea of a realK' uncivilized country, 
“You’re full of crap,” said l^var shortly. He would not 
believe it. Nevertheless he examined the nearhv coastline more 
^xiously, telling himself even as he did sf> that he was foolish 
*to worry. The telephoning might begin during the day; it 
certainly had not already begun. Who was there to give the 
alarm? Wilcox could not — at least, not through the police. As 
for the American Legation, it would be likely to wait several 
days before instigating a search for him, if it did anything at 
all. Once it was thought he had left the International Zone, 
the Legation would in all probability ^hel\e the entire 
Jpuvenon affiiir, to await a possible return, even assuming that 
was why they had telephoned him. i hen who was there to 
worry about? Obvaouslv only Wilcox, but a Wileox hampered 
by his inability to enlist olheial aid. Relie\ed m his mind for 
the moment, he stole a gkince at Tharni, who was looking at 
him fixedly like a man watcliing a iilm, as if he had been follow- 
ing the w hole panorama of thoughts as they ided past in Dyar’s 
mind. “I can’t even think in front of him,” he told himself. He 
was the one to look out for, not Wileox or anybody Wilcox 
filight hire. Dyar looked back at him defiantly. “ VouTe the 
one,’’ he made his eyes say, like a challenge. “I’m on to you,” 
fee thought they were saying. “I just want you to know it.’’ 
But Thami returned his gaze blandly, blinked like a cat, 
looked up at the grey sky, and said with satisfaction: “No rain 
today.” 
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He was wrong; within less than half an hour a wind came 
whipping around the corner of the coast out of the h|editer- 
ranean, past the rocky flanks of Djebel Musa, bringing wifh it 
a hne cold rain. 

Dyar put on his overcoat, holding the briefcase in his lap so 
that it was shielded from tlie rain. Tharni huddled in the bow 
beside the Jilali, who/"o\cie(l his head with the hood of hi^ 
djellaba. The launch began to make a wide cirve o\er the 
wjfves, soon turning hack almost in the direction from which 
it had come. They on the windw^aid side of a long 

point which stretcl.v d mtf) the sea f?*om the base of a rocky 
mountain. The sheer clitl^j-ose upward and were lost in the 
low-hanging cloudbank, d’berc was no sign of other craft, but 
it was impossible to see \ery far th ough the curtain of rain. 
Dyar sat up t -l dit- The motor’s sound seemed louder than 
ever; anvonc witi .m "-wo niilfs could sinely Iv^ar it. lie wdshed 
there were some way or turning it off and rownng in to shore. 
Thami and the Jilali were talking with animation at the wTeel. 
The rain came dowi harder, and now and then the wind 
shook the air, petulantly. Dyar sat for a while looking down- 
ward at his coat, w’rtching rivulets of water form in valleys of 
gabardine. Soon the boat rested on water that w’as smoother. 
He supposed they had entered an inlet of some sort, but when 
he raised his head, stdl only the rocks on he right were visible. 
Now^ that these wck' nearer and he could see the dark water 
washing and swirling around them, he was disagreeably 
conscious of their great size and sharpness. “The quicker we 
get past, the belter,’’ he thought, glad he had not called to the 
Jilali and made a scene aliout shutting otf the motor. As he 
glanced backward he bad the in pivssion that at any moment 
another boat would emerge from the greyness there and 
silently overtake them. What might happen as a result did not 
preoccupy him; it w^as merely the idea of being follow^ed and 
caught while in flight which wns disturbing. He sat there, 
straining to see farther than it w'as posoible to see, and he felt 
that the motor’s monotonous racket was the one thin rope 
which might haul him to salety. But at any instant it could 
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|here would be onl^ the s^ftvsoimd of the waves 
idle boat Whence felt a cold dfop of water moving 
do^ his neck he was not sure whether it was rain or swea^. 
^^Ilthat^s all the excitement about ? he asked himself in disgust. 

*fhid Jilali stepped swiftly to the motor and turned it off; 
it died with a choked snee/e, as if it could never be started 
again* He returned to the wheel, wh’ch Thami held, ^Fhe 
launch still slid forward. D\ar stood up. ‘‘Are we there?” 
Neither one answered. Then the Jilali moved again to the 
centre of the boat and began desper/tely to force downward 
the heavy black disc which was the il\ wheel. With each tug 
there was another snec/e, hut thq motor did not start. Raging 
inwardly, Dvar sat down again. lor a full live minutes the 
Jikli continued liis cffoit^, as the boat drifted indolentlv 
toward the rocks. In the end the motor responded, the Jilali 
cut it down to half speed, and thc\ moved slowly ahead through 
the rain. 


\XI 

There was a small sloping beach m the cove, nnged by great 
half-destroved rocks, d he walls of the mountain started directly 
behind, rose and disappeared in the i.un-hlled sky. Thev 
leapt from the rov\b()at and stood a moment on the deserted 
Strip of sand without speaking. The launch danced nearby on 
the deep w^ater. 

“Let’s go,” Dvar said. This also v\as a dangerous moment. 
“Tell him you’ll write him when vou w^uit him to come and 
get you.” 

Thami and the Jilali entered into a long conv(‘rsation which 
soon degenerated from discussion into argument. As Dyar 
stood waiting he saw that the two were i caching no under- 
standing, and he became impatient. “ Get him out of here, will 
you?” he cried. “Have you got his address?” 

“Just a minute,” rhami said, and he resumed the alterca- 
tion, But remembering what he considered Dyar’s outstanding 
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eccentricity — hia peculiar iiiability to wait while things took 
their natural course — he turned presently and said : Wants 

money,” which, while it was true, was by no means the prin- 
cipal topic of the conversation. Thami was loath to see his 
boat, already paid for, go hack to Tangier in the hands of its 
former owner, and he was feverishly trying to devise some 
protective measure whereby he could be reasonably sure that 
both the Jilali and the ooat would not disappear. 

•‘‘How n\uch saia Dyar, reaching under his overcoat into 
hia pocket, holding liis'^ricfca^e between his knees meanwhile. 
His collar w^as so'^Kr'd* ^he rain ran do^’ii his back. 

Thami had ananged a pj-ice of four hundred pesetas with 
the Jilali for his services; he had intended to tell Dyar it was 
eight hundred, and pay the Jilah out ol that. Now*, feeling that 
things w^ere turning against him from all sides, he exclaimed: 
“He want-' < . .. li! In Dradeb he said seven fifty. Now he 

says a thjusand.’ i er-, as Iwar pulled a noU trom his pocket, 
he realized he had made a grievous error. “Don’t give it to 
him!’' he cried in entreaty, stretching out a hanci as if to cov^er 
the sight of the bill. “ i-Ic’s a thief! Don't give it to him! ” 

Dyar pushed him aside roughly, “Just keep out of this,” he 
said. He handed the thousand peseta note to the expectant 
Jilali. “D'you think I want to stand around here all day?” 
Turning to the Jilali, wdio stood holding the note in his hand, 
looking confused, he demanded: “Arc >ou satisfied 

Thami, determined not to let any opportunity slip by, 
immediately translated this last sentence into Arabic as a 
request for change, d'he Jilali shook his head slow ly, announced 
that he had none, and held the hill out for Dyar to take back. 
“He says it’s not enough,” saiel Thami. But Dyar did not 
react as he had hoped. “He knows goddam W'cll it's 
enough,” he muttered, turning away. “Have you got his 
address?” Thami stood unmo dng, tortured by indecision. 
And he did the wrong thing. He reached out and tried to 
snatch the note from the Jilali’s hand. The latter, having 
decided that the Christian gentleman was being exceptionally 
generous, behaved in a natural fashion, spinning around to 
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nia)w. a pus^ng it afloat as he 

ihi fage at the water’s edge as the 

ot^l^'.rowed himself but Of reEdh, laughing.. 

boat!” he screamed, turning an imploritig face *fb 
“You see what a robber he is I He’s taking my boat ! ” 

Dyar looked at him with antipathy. “ I’ve got to put up with 
•this for how' many days?” he thought. ‘‘'I’he guy’s not eveh a 
half-wit.” The Jilali kept rowing away, toward the launch. 
Now he shouted various reassur.uiee;. and waved. Thami 
shook his fist and yelled back threats ^^nd curses in a sobbing 
voice, watching the departing Jilali get aboard the launch, tie 
the rowboat to the stern, and finall\Mnanage to start the motor. 
Then, inconsolable, lie turned to 1 )\ ar. “ I le's gone. My boat’s 
gone. Everything.'' 

“Shut up," Dyar said, not looking at him. I le felt physically 
disgusted, and he wanted to get away from the beach as 
quickly as possible, particularly now that the motor had 
started up again. 

Listlessly 'Thami led the way along tlie beach to its western 
end, where they walked among the tall rocks that stood up- 
right. Skirting the base of the mountain, they followed an 
almost invisible patli upward across a great bank of red mud 
dotted wath occasional bouldcis. it was a climb that became 
increasingly 'Steeper. The rain fell more intensely, in larger 
drops. There were no trees, no buslies, not e\en any small 
plants. Now^ cliffs rose on both sides, and the path turned into 
a gully wath a stream of rust-coloure<i waiter running against 
them. At one point Dyar slipped and fell on his back into the 
mud. It made a sucking sound as 'Thami helped him up out of 
it; he did not thank him. 'They were both panting, and in too 
disagreeable a humour to speak. But neither one expected the 
other to say anything, in any case. It was a question of watch- 
ing where }Ou put each foot as you climbed, nothing more. 

walls of rock on either side w^ere like blinders, keeping the 
eye from straying, and ahead there were more stones, more 
xmid, and more pools and trickles of red-brown water. With 
the advance of the morning the sky grew darker. Dyar looked 
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occasionally at his watch, At half-past liine I’m |;oing to sit 
down, no where we are/^ he thought,^ W|fcett the 

moment came, however, he waited a while until he foutld a 
comfortable boulder before seating himself and lightings a 
cigarette which in spite of his precautions the rain managed to 
extinguish after a few puifs. Thaini pretended not to have 
noticed him, and continued to plod ahead. Dyar let him walk 
on, did not call to hi^ to wait. He had only a half pack of 
cigarettes, aind he }iad\forgotten to huv any. “No more ciga- 
rett^»s, for how long?” ‘lie landscape did not surprise him; it 
was exactly what he had expected, but for some reason he had 
failed to imagine that it might be raining, seeing it alw'ays in 
his mind’s eyes as windswept, desolate and baking in a brilliant 
sunlight. 

Xbose of his garments which had not already been wet by 
the rain Wv * ' w ith sweat, for the r,teady climbing was 

arduous and he wao oul. Ihit he would not take off his over- 
coat, because under his aim, covered by the coat, was the 
briefcase, and he determined to keep it there , as much out of 
the rain as possil)le. 

He kept thinking that Thami, >vhen he had got to a distance 
he considered digniiied, would stop and wait for him, but he 
had mistaken the cause of his companion’s depression, 
imagining that it was largely pique connected with his defeat 
at the hands of the Jilali, whereas it was a genuine belief that 
all was lost, that for the time being his soul lay in darkness, 
without the blessing of Allah. 'I'his meant that everything 
having to do with the trip was doomed beforehand to turn 
out badly for him. He was not angry with Dyar, whom he 
considered a mere envoy of ill-luck; his emotion was the more 
general one of despondency. 

Thami did not stop ; he went on his way until a slight change 
in the direction of the gully t(.ok him out of Dyar’s view. 
“The son of a bitch!” Dyar cried, jumping up suddenly and 
stari^ing to run up the canyon, still holding his sodden ciga- 
retie in his hand. When he came to the place where the passage 
turned, Thami was still far ahead, trudging along mechanically. 


X 
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Im tod iJcW* ‘‘He tm *9 yell to him to wait/* Dyar 

m was another half-hour before he arrived within speakmjj 
dtitoee of Thami*s back, but he did not speak, being content 
to walk at the other’s pace behind him. As far he could tell, 
Thami had never noticed his short disappearance. Thami 
climbed and that was all. 

And so they continued. By midday ythey were inland, no 
Ipnger within reach of the sea’s sound or smell. Still Dyar felt 
that had it not been for the miles of^ rainy air behind them 
the sea would be somewhere there spread out below them, 
visible even now. 1 he sky contimfed and thick, the rain 
went on falling, the wind still came trom the east, and they 
kept climbing slowly, through a \ast world of rocks, water and 
mud. 

A ham sandwich, Dyar found himself thinking. lie could 
have bought all he wanted the day before while he waited to 
get into Ramlars. Instead he had gone and lain on the beach. 
The sunbaked hour or so seemed impossibly distant now% a 
fleeting vista from a dream, or the memory of a time when he 
had been another person. It was only w hen he considered that 
he could not conceivably have bouglit food then for this 
excursion since had he not in any w^ay suspected he W'as going 
to make it, that he understood how truly remote yesterday was, 
how greatly the world had changed since he had gone into 
Chocron’s stuffy little office and begun to watch the counting 
of the money. 

Looming suddenly out of the rain, coming toward them 
down the ravine, a figure appeared. It was a small grey donkey 
moving along slowly, his panniers empty, drops of rain hang- 
ing to the fuzz along his legs and ears, Thami stood aside to let 
the animal pass, his face showing no expression of surprise. 
“We must be getting near,” said Dyar. He had meant to keep 
quiet, let Thami break the silence between them, but he spoke 
without thinking. 

“A little more,” said Thami impassively. An old man 
dressed in a tattered woollen garment came into view around a 
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bend, carrying a stick and xru^ng occasional guttural sounds 
at the donkey ahead* A little more/^ Dyat thought, beginning 
to |ftel light-headed. ‘"How much more?” he demanded. But 
Thami, with the imprecise notions of his kind about space and 
time, could not say. The question meant nothing to him. 
“Not much,” he replied. 

The way became noticeably steeper; it required all their 
attention and effort to rontiniie, to keep from sliding back on 
loose stones. •'^llie \vind\j:iad increased, jnd was blowing what 
lookfed like an endless thick coil of cloud from the crags above 
downward into th^^r path. Presently they were in its midst. 
The world was darker. “Tlf»> isn’t funny,” IJyar found him- 
self thinking, and then he laughed because it was absurd that 
a mere sudden change in lighting sliould affect his mood so 
deeply. “Lack cf food,” he said to himself. He bumped 
against Tliar.i ^ . )sely now and then as he climbed. If 
they should get too lar apart they would not be able to see 
each other. “I hope y(Ui’ve got something to eat up in this 
cabin of yours,” he sr-d. 

“Don’t worry.” 'Pharni’s voice w^as a little unpleasant, 
“You’ll eat tonight. I’ll get you food. I’ll bring it to \ou. Don’t 
worry.” 

“You mean there’s no fooc] in the house? Where the hell 
are you going to get it?” 

“They got nothing to eat at the house because no one is 
living there since a long time. Put not very far is the house of 
my wife’s family. I’ll get you wdiate\er you want there. They 
won’t talk about it. They’re good people.” 

“He thinks he’s going to keep me co^^ped up,” Dyar said to 
himself. “He’s got another think coming” Then as he 
climbed in silence: “Put why? Why does he want to keep me 
hidden?” And so the question was reduced once more to its 
basic form: “What does he know ?” He resolved to ask him 
tonight, point-blank, when they were sitting quietly face to 
face and he could observe whatever changes might come into 
Thami’s expression. “What did you mean w^hen you said your 
wife’s family wouldn’t talk about it?” 
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M the igfadient increased, their dUmh beqarae an exhausting 
scumble to keep from sliding bacij>^rdi The heayy fog was 
; I&e wind-driven smoke ; every few seconds they were revealed 
briefly to each other, and even a sidewall of rock beyond might 
appear. Then with a swoop the substance of the air changed, 
became white and visible, and wrapped itself around jheir 
faces and bodies, blotting out e\er> thing. 'I'hey went on and 
on. It was afternoon ; to Dyar it seeme^ to have been afternoon 
forever. All at once, a little abo\e lAn Thami ^^’'unted with 
satisfaction, emitted a long: “Aaah!" He had sat down. Dyar 
struggled ahead for a moment and saw him. 1 le had pulled out 
his kif pipe and was filling it tidm the long leather mottoui 
that w^as unrolled across his knees. “Xow^ it’s easy,'* he said, 
moving a little along the rock to make room for Dyar. “Now 
^we go down. I’he t(n\n is there." He pointed straight down- 
ward. “The house is there." He pointed slightly downward, 
but to the left. D\ar seated himself, acet'pting the pipe. 
Between putTs lie snifFed the an , w hich had come alive, smelled 
now faintly like pine trees and farmyards. When he had 
finished the pipe he lianded it back. The kit was strong; he 
felt pleasantly diz/y. Thami refilled the pipe, looking down at 
it lovingly, d’he stem was covered vMth tin\ coloured designs of 
fish, W’aterjjars, birds and swouls. “I bought this sebsi three 
years ago. In Marrakech," he said. 

They sat alone in the whiteness. D)ar waited for him to 
smoke; the kif was burned in three long vigorous puffs. 
Thami blew the ball of glowing ash from the little bowl, 
wound the leather thongs aiound the mottoui, and gravely 
put the objects into his pocket. 

They got up and went on. dlie way was level for only an 
instant, almost immediately becoming a steep descent. They 
had been sitting at the top of the pass. After the long hours of 
breathing in air that smelled only of rain, it was pleasantly 
disturbing to be able to distinguish signs of vegetable and 
animal life in the mist that came up from the invisible valley 
below. Now their progress was quicker; they hurried with 
drunken movements from one boulder to another, sometimes 
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landing against them with more force than was comfortable. It 
had stopped raining^ Dyar had pulled the briefcase out from 
upder his coat and was carrying it in his left hand, using his 
free right arm for balance and as a bumper when it was feasible. 

Soon they were below the cloud level, and in the sad fading 
lig^'jt Dyar stood a moment looking at the grey panorama of 
mountains, clouds aiKl shadowy depths. Almost simultan- 
eously too they were out of reach of the wind. The only sound 
that came up from dow’jp there was the toft unvaried one made 
by ft Stream following its coin sc over many rocks. Xor coaid he 
distinguish any s ■> of luiman habitation. “Wlicre's the 
house ?” he said grurfly. \\as the ITlo^l important detail. 

“Come on,” Tharni replied. 'Diev continued the downward 
plunge, and presently they came to a fork in the n-ail. “This 
way,*” said ITa^nh choosing tlie path that led alon^ the side of 
the mou’^tar., a r drop on its right, and on the left above, a 
succession of clilTs and steep ia\ines filled Vvith the debris of 
landslides. 

Then Thami stood ^ nil, one (.\cbro\c aiched, bi^ liand to his 
ear. He seized Dvai’s wrist, pulled him back a few paces to a 
huge slab of rock slightly off the path, pushed him to a squat- 
ting position behind it, and bent down himself, peering around 
every few seconds. “Look,”, he said. Half a hundred brown 
and grey goats came along the path, th'ur hooves making a 
cluttered sound among the stemes. 'Lhe hist ones stopped 
near the rock, their amber e\es questioning. Then the pres- 
sure of those following behind pushed them ahead, and they 
went on past in disorder, the occasional stones they dislodged 
bouncing from rock to rock with a curious metallic ring. A 
youth with a staff, wearing a siniTlf^ v oollen cape slung over his 
shoulders, followed the Hock. When he had passed, Thami 
whispered: “If he sees you, my friend, it would be \ery bad. 
Everybody in Agla would know tomorrowc” 

“What difference would that make?” D}ar demanded, not 
SO much because he believed it did not matter, as because he 
was curious to know^ exactly what his situation was up here, 
“The Spaniards. They would come to the house.” 
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‘‘ <^TBoe. What difference, would it make ? ” He 
waa^dlteirhiihed t» see the thing thlbugh, and it was a good 
Ojp{>ortl}juty. “I haven’t done anything. Why should tiKey.take 
the trouble to come looking for me?” He watched Thami’s 
face closely. 

“Maybe they wouldn’t hurt you when you show them you 
got an American passport.” 'I’hami spoke aloud now. “Me, 
I’d be in the jail right away. You ha\tt to ha\e a visa to get 
here, my friend. And then they’d say/f How did .you get in? 
Don’t you worn . They'd know you were coming in by a boat. 
And then thc\’d sa\ : Where tlie boat? a\nd wdiose boat? 
And w^orst. Why did \uu come by a boat? Why didn't you 
come by the frontera like e\er\bodv eKe ? d hen tlicy talk on 
the telephone to d’angiei and try to know wh\ fiom the police 
there. . . lie paused, looking qiiestioningK at Dyar, .who 
said: So what ? still studjing 'rhami's e\es intently. 

‘‘So what?" said 'Fhami weakly, smiling. "How’ do I know' 
so what? I know’ you said }o\i will gi\e me h\e thousand 
pesetas to take \ou here, and so I do it because I know 
Americans keep their woid. And so \()u want to get here ver> 
much. How do I know wh\ ?" He smiled again, a smile he 
doubtless felt to be disarming, but which to Dyar's way of 
thinking W’as the \ciy essence of Oriental dcMousness and 
cunning. 

Dyar grunted, got up, thinking: “From now on Fm going 
to watch every move you make." As ddiaini losc to his feet he 
was still explaining about the Spanish police and their 
insistence upon getting all possible information about 
foreigners who \isited the Protectorate, lbs words included a 
warning ne\er to stand outside the house in the daytime, and 
never — it went without sa\ing - to set foot inside the village at 
any hour of the day or night. As they went along he em- 
broidered on the piohahlc consequences to Dyar of allowing 
himself to be seen by an\one at all, in the end making every- 
thing sound so absurdly dangerous that a wave of fear swept 
over his listener — not fear that what 'Fhami said might be true, 
for he did not believe all these variations on catastrophe for an 
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instant^ but a fear boru of having asked hiioself pnly once : 
“Why is he saying all this? Why is he so excited about no- 
body’s seeing me?” For him the answer was to be found, of 
course, at the limits of Thami’s infamy. It was merely a 
questioh of knowing how far the man was prepared to go, or 
rathpr, since he was an Arab, liow far he would be able to go. 
And the answ^er at this vomt was, thought Dyar ; he will go as 
far as I let him go. So I -give him no chance. Vigilance was easy 
enough; the difliculty la^v in disguising it. The other must not 
suspfect that he suspected. '1 hami was already playing the 
idiot; he too wouhi ^ tojilele^s, he w'ould encourage d'hami 
to think himself the clcverei*,*so tliat his actions might be less 
cautious, his decisions less hidden. One excellent protective 
measure, it seemed to him, w'ould he to go to the ullage and 
then 4ell Thanv about ii. That would let him know^ that 
he was rot aiiaiu >f being seen, thus depriving Thami 
of one advantage he seemed to h^el he had over him. “And 
then he’d think twice Infore pulling an} thing too rough if 
he realized people kne’ I had been up here wph him,’' he 
reasoned. 

“Well,” he said reluctantly, “I’m going to have a line time 
up here. I can sec that. You down :n the town all the time and 
me sitting on my ass up h(‘re on the side of a mountain.” 

“What you mean, all the time? Ilow^ many davs do you 
want to stay ? I have to go to Tangier. IVIv^ boat. That Jilali’s no 
good. I know him. He’s going to sell it to somebody else. You 
don’t care. It’s not your boat ” 

“Don’t start in again,” said Dyar. But Thami launched into 
a lengthy monologue which ended vvhe^e it had been meant to 
end, on the subject of how man^’^ pesetas a day Dyar w^as 
willing to pay him for his presence at Agla. 

Maybe I want him here and maybe 1 don’t,” he thought. 
It would depend on what he found and learned in the town. 
Plans had to be made carefully, and they might easily include 
the necessity of having 'Thami take hun somewhere else. 
“But the quicker I can get rid of him the better.” That much 
was certain. 
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lugglpg, genuine (^ough in appearance, merely a 
part of game,' intended to dull whatever suspicion he 
mt&t have, replacing it with a sense of security whfch w^uld 
tna^ -him careless ? He did not know ; he thought so, In any 
case, Ke must seem to take it very seriou^ly. 

^^D'you think I’m made of money ?” he said with simulated 
ill-humour, but in such a tone that Thanii might feel that the 
money eventually would be foithcom|ng. I'he other did not 
answer. 

There was an olne gro\e covering the steep side hill»*1:hat 
had to be gone through, a rushing stre.im to cross, and a 
slight rise to climb beiore ono 'reached the house. It v/as 
built out on a flat bhelf of rock whose base curved downward 
to rest against the mountainside astonishingly far below. 

“There’s the house,” said Thami. 

“It’s a fort,” thought D\ar, seeing the little structtirc 
crouching there atop its crazy pillar. Its thick earthen walls 
once had been paiiially white-w'ashed, and its steep roof, 
thatched in ten aces, looked like a flounced petticoat of straw’. 
The path led up, aioiind, and out onto the promontory where 
the ground was bare sa\e foi a lew ()\ei grown hushes. There 
were no windows, but there Wris a patchwork door with a 
homemade lock, to lit which 'I'hami now’ pulled from his 
pocket a heavy key long as his hand. 

“This IS the jumping-olf place all right,” said Dyar, 
stepping to the edge and pcciing down, below', the valley had 
prepared itself for night. lie had tiu* feeling that no light 
could pierce the profound gloom in which the lower mountain- 
side was buried, no sound change the distant, impassive 
murmur of water, wdiich, although scarcely audible, somehow 
managed to fill the entire air. After struggling a moment with 
the lock I’hami succeeded in getting the door open. As Dyar 
walked toward the house he noticed the deep troughs dug in 
the earth by the rain that had run from the overhanging 
eaves; it still dripped here and there, an intimate sound in the 
middle of the encompassing solitude — almost with an over- 
tone of welcome, as if the mere existence of the house offered 
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a possibility of relief from the vast melancholy greyness of the 
dy^ig aftempoa* 

least, he thought, as he stepped inside into the dark room 
that smoiled like a hayloft, this will give me a chance to catch 
my breath. It might be only for a day or two, but it provided 
a piJace to lie down. 

Thami opened a donr on the other side of the room and the 
daylight came in from*a tiny patio filled with broken crates and 
refuse. There’s anoii^cr room there/’ he said with an air of 
sattsiaction. “And a kitchen, too.” 

Surprisingly, earth fioor was dry. There w'as no 
furniture, but a clean stra\t*mat co\ered almost half the floor 
space. Dyar threw' himself dow n and la\ wath his head propped 
against the w^all. “Don’t say kitchen to me unless you’ve got 
something in it V/hen arc we going to eat? That’s all I want 
to know ” 

Thami laughed. “ \ ou want to sleep? I’m going now to the 
house of my wife’s family and get caridles and food You sleep.” 

^‘The hell with the ( indies, chum. You get that food.” 

Thami looked slightly scandalized. “Oh, no,” he said with 
great seriousness and an air of faint reproof. “You can’t cat 
without candles. That’s no good.” 

“Bring whatever you like.” He could feel himself falling 
asleep even as he said it. “Just bring fo^d, too.” He slipped 
his fingers tlirough the handle of the briefcase and laid it over 
his chest. Thami stepped out, closed the door and locked it 
behind him. There was the sound of his footsteps, and then 
only the occasional falling of a drop of w ater from the roof out- 
side. Then there was nothing. 


X\II 

Even when he was fully conscious of the fact that Thami had 
returned and was moving about the room making a certain 
amount of noise, that a candle had been lighted and was 
shining into his face, his aw^akening seemed incomplete. He 
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ros^ from tbemat^^id: Hi!** and stretched, bnt the heavi- 
ne^^f sle^p Weighed him dotvn. He did not even remember 
that he was hungry ; although the emptiness was there in 
mete marked than before he had slept, it seemed to have 
transformed itself into a simple inability to think or feel. He 
took a few steps out into the centre of the room, grunting gnd 
yawning violently, and immediately wanted to lie down again. 
With the sensation of being half dead, staggered back and 
forth across the lloor, stumbling over /a large blanket which 
Thami had ostensibly brought from the other house, dhd 
from which he was extracting food and dishes. Then he went 
back to the mat and sat down. Triumphantly 'Thami held up a 
battered teapot. “I got everything,’’ he announced. “Even 
mint to put in tlie tea. You want to sleep again ? Go on. Go to 
sleep.” There was a crackle and sputter from the patio as the 
charcoal in the brazier took fire. Dyar still said nothing; it 
would have cost him too great an effort. 

As he watched Thami busying himself with the preparations 
he was conscious of an element of absurdity in the situation. 
If it had been Hadija preparing his dinner, perhaps he w^ould 
have found it more natural. Now' he thought he should offer 
to help. But he said to himself: “ I’m paying the bastard,” did 
not stir, and followed 'Thami’s comings and goings, feeling 
nothing but his consuming emptiness inside, w hich, now that 
at last he was slow ly w aking, made itself felt unequivocally as 
hunger, 

“God, let’s eat ! ” he exclaimed presently. 

Thami laughed. “Wait. Wait,” he said. “You have to wait 
a long time still.” He pulled out his kif pipe, filled and lit it, 
handed it to Dyar, who drew* on it deepK , filling his lungs wfith 
the burning smoke, as if he might thereby acquire at least a 
little of the nourishment he so intensely wanted at the 
moment. At the end of the second pipeful his ears rang, he 
felt dizzy, and an extraordinary idea had taken possession of 
him: the certainty that somewhere, subtly blended with the 
food Thami was going to hand him, poison would be hidden. 
He saw himself awakening in the dark of the night, an 



ANOTHER RIND OF SILEiNCE 267 

ever-increasinig pain spreading through his body, he saw Thami 
lighting a match, and then a candle, his face and lips expressing 
sympathy and consternation, he saw himself crawling to the 
door and opening it, being confronted with the utter impos- 
sibility of reaching help, but going out, anyway, to get away 
from the house. The detailed clarity of the visions, their 
momentary cogency, electrified him; he felt a great need to 
confide them immediately. Instead, he handed the pipe back 
to^Thami, his gcstuies a little uiicertun, and, shutting his 
eyes, leaned back against the wall, from which position he was 
roused only wheii h;.mi kicked the sole of his shoe several 
times, saying: “You w'ant t#*eat ?” 

He did eat, and in great quantity- not only of the vermi- 
celli soup and the sliced tomatoes and onions, but also of the 
chopped meat and egg swimming in boiling bright-green 
olive oil. wrieii, . nutation of Thanu, he sopped up with 
ends of bread. Then they each drank U\o glasses of sweet 
mint tea. 

“Well, that’s that,” he iinally said, --^othng hack, ‘''fhanii, 
I take my hat off to you.” 

“Your hat?” Thami did not understand 

“The hat I don’t own.” He was feeling expansive at the 
moment. Thami, looking politely confused, offered him his 
pipe which he had just lighted, but Dyar refused. “ I’m going 
to turn in,” he said. If possible he wanted to package the 
present feeling of being at ease, and carry it with him to 
sleep, so that it might stay with him all night. A pipe of kif 
and he could easily be stuck wdth nightmares. 

Surreptitiously he glanced at his briefcase lying on the mat 
in the corner near him. In spite of the fact that he had carried 
it inside his coat whenc\cr it rained, thus drawdng at least 
some attention to it, he thought this could he accounted for 
in Thami’s mind by its newness, he would understand his not 
wanting to spot the light-coloured cowhide and the shining 
nickel lock and buckles. Thus now he decided to pay no 
attention to the case, to leave it nonchalantly nearby once he 
had tossed his toothbrush back into it, near enough on the 
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floor SO that if ho ^retche^ his arm out he could reach it. 
Poking it wider his he^ or holding it in his hand wonld 
cc^inly arouse Tbami’s curiosity, he argued. Once the |jght 
waaout, he could reach out and pull it closer to his mat 
Thami took out an old djellaba from the blanket in 
which he had brought the food, put it on, and handed ^the 
blanket to Dyar. Then he dragged a half-unravelled mat from 
the room across the patio and spread Mt along the opposite 
wall, where he lay continuing to siipoke his p?pe. Several 
times Dyar drifted into sleep, but because he knew the Other 
was there wide-awake, with the candle burning, the alarm he 
had set inside himself brought ivetn back, and he opened his 
eyes wide and suddenly, and saw the dim ceiling of reeds and 
the myriad gently iluttering cobwebs abo\e. l^inally he 
turned his head and looked over at the other side of the room. 
Thami had laid his pipe on the iloor and aj^parently' was 
asleep. The candle had burned down \ery low; in another five 
minutes it would be gone. He watched the flame for what 
seemed to him a half-hour. On the roof there were occasional 
spatters of rain, and when a scjuall of wind w'ent past, the door 
rattled slightly, hut in a peremptory fashion, as if someone 
were trying hurriedly to get in. fA’en so, he did not witness the 
candle’s end; when he opemed, his eyes again it was pro- 
foundly dark, and he had the impression that it had been so 
for a long time. He lay still, disjileased with the sudden 
realization that he was not at all slee})\. d'he indistinct call of 
water came up from below , from a place impossibly far away. 
In the fitful wind the door tapped discreetly, then shook with 
loud impatience. Silently he cursed it, resolving to make it 
secure for tomorrow night. Quite awake, he nevertheless let 
himself dream a little, finding himself walking (or driving a 
car — he could not tell which) along a narrow mountain road 
with a sheer drop on the right. I'he earth was so far below that 
there was nothing to see but sky w^hen he glanced over the 
precipice. The road grew narrower. “I’ve got to go on,’’ he 
thought. Of course, but it was not enough simply to go on. 
The road could go on, time could go on, but he was neither 
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time nor the road. He was an extra element between the two, 
his precarious existence mattering only to him, known only to 
him, but more important than everything else. The problem 
was to keep himself there, to seize firmly with his conscious- 
ness the entire structure of the reality around him, and 
engineer his progress accordingly. The structure and the 
consciousness were and so was the knowledge of what 

he must do. But till: effort reejuired to leap across the gap 
from knowing to doip,g, that he could not make, “lake hold. 
T^ake hold,” he to hi hiniself, feeling his muscles twitch even as 
he lay there in liu, .C‘'u*ie. I'hen the door roused him a little, 
Jhd he smiled in the dc^tk at his own uoiU'^cnse. He had 
already gone over the mountain road, lie said to himself, 
insisting on taking his fantasy literally ; thal past, and now 
heVas her'^‘ -'i ‘'a' cottage, d'his was the total reality of the 
momera, and u all he needed to consider, fie stretched 
out his arm in the dark toward the centre of tlie room, and 
met Tharni’s hand King wairm and relaxed directly on top of 
the briefcase. 

If he had felt the hairy joincs of a tarantula under his 
fingers he could scarcely have drawai back mote precipitately, 
or opened his eyes wider against the darkness. “Fve caught 
him at it,” he thought with a certain desperate satisfaction, 
feeling his whole body become tense if of its owm accord it 
were preparing for a struggle of which he had not yet thought. 
Then he considered how^ the hand had felt. Thami had rolled 
over in his sleep, and his hand had fallen there, that w^as all. 
But Dyar was not sure. It was a long way to roll, and it 
seemed a little too fonuitous that th ' briefcase should happen 
to be exactly under the spot w lvu e his hand had dropped. The 
question now was whether to do something about it or not. 
He lay still a while in the dark, conscious of the strong smell 
of mildewed straw in the room, and decided that unless he 
took the initiative and changed the situation he would get no 
more sleep; he must move the briefcase out from under 
Thartii’s hand. He coughed, pretended to sniffle a bit, 
squirmed around for a moment as if he were searching for a 
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bandkerchief, leached out mA pulled the briefcase by the 
handK Faitidly sitting up^ he lit a match to Set the combina- 
tion bf the lock, and before the flame went out he glanced <wer 
towbtd |he middle of the room. Thami was lying on his mat, 
but at some point he had pulled it out, away from the wall; his 
hand still lay facing upward, the fingers curled in the touching 
helplessness of sleep. Dyar snulfed th& match out, took a 
handkerchief from the case, and blew his nose with energy. 
Then he felt inside the briefcase: the i^otes were ‘there. One 
by one he removed the packets and stulYed them inside Sis 
undershirt. Without his overcoat he migiit look a little 
plumper around the waist, but he 'doubted Thami could 
that observant. He lay back and listened to the caprices of the 
wind, playing on the door, hating each sound not so much 
because it kept him from sleeping as because in his mind the 
loose door was equivalent to an open door. A little piece of 
wood, a hammer and one nail could arrange everything; the 
barrier between himself and the t\ur]d outside would be much 
more real. He slept badly. 

When it first grew light, Tliami got up and built a charcoal 
fire in the brazier. “Tm going to my wife’s family’s house,” 
he said as Dyar surveyed him blinking, fiom his mat. There 
tea and there was a little bread left, but that was all. As he 
drank the hot green tea which Tliami had brought to his mat, 
he noticed that the other had pushed his own mat back to the 
opposite wall where it had been at the beginning of the night. 
“Well, that’s that,” he thought. “No explanation offered. 
Nothing.” 

“ril come back later,” Thami said, gathering up the blanket 
from Dyar’s feet. “I got to take this to carry things. You stay 
in the house. Don’t go out. Remember.” 

“Yes, yes,” said Dyar, annoyed at being left alone, at not 
having slept well, at having the blanket removed in case he 
wanted to try to sleep now, and most of all at the situation of 
complete dependence upon Thami in which he found 
himself at the moment. 

When Thami had gone out, the feeling of solitude which 
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replaced his presence in the house, contrary to his cxpecta- 
iiopBi pl^ved to be an agreeable one. First Dyar got up and 
looked at the door. As he had thought, a small chip of wood 
naifed to the jamb would do the trick. When the door was 
shut you would simply pull the piece of wood down tight 
like a bolt. Then he set out on an explorational tour of the 
cottage, to search foft a hammer and a nail. The terrain W'as 
quickly exhausted, because the place was empty. There was 
nothing, nqt even the traditional half candle, empty sardine 
tin and ancient newspapers left by tramps in abandoned 
houses in America litre everything had to be bought, he 
reminded himselT, nothing^was discarded, w^hich meant that 
nothing was left around. An old tin can, a broken cup, an 
empty pill bottle, these tilings were put on sale. He re- 
membered walking through the Joteya in Tangier and seeing 
the thousaic'iS ngs on display, hop^dessly useless articles, 
but for which the ptO{)Ie must have managed to find a use. 
His only interesting d’n co\ti\ was made in the cornei between 
Thami’s mat and tin* door leading into the patio, where 
behind a pile of straw’ matting partially consumed by dry-rot 
he found a small fireplace, a vestige of the days when the house 
had been someone’s home. “We’ll damned well have a fire 
tonight,” he thought. He went back to the entrance door, 
opened it, and stood bathing in the fresh air and the sensation 
of freedom that lay in the vast space before him. d’hen he 
realized that the sky was clear and blue. The sun had not 
risen high enough behind the mountains to touch the valley, 
but the day danced w ith light. Immediately an extraordinary 
happiness took possession of him. As if some part of him 
already had suspected the arrival of the idea which was 
presently to occur to him, and which was to make the day 
such a long one to live thiough, he said to himself: “Thank 
God!” when he saw^ the blucnc^s abo\e. And far below, on a 
ridge here, in a ravine there, a minute figure moved, clothed 
in ^garments the colour of the pinkish earth itself. It even 
seemed to him that in the tremendous stillness he could hear 
now^and then the faint frail sound of a human voice, calling 
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from om distant point to another^ but it was like the crying of 
tiny insectSi and con£u$6d backdrop of falling .water 
blurred the thin lines of sound; making him wonder a se^nd 
later if his ears had not played him false. 

He sat down on the doorstep. It was nonsense, this being 
dependent on an idiot, and an idiot who had given every 
sign moreover of being untrustwortliy/ For instance, he Kad 
SJSaid he was going to his relatives’ house. But what was to 
prevent him from going instead to the town aiul arranging 
vdtha group of cut-throats down there to come up after dark? 
Or even in the daytime, for that matter? What Thami did not 
quite dare do himself, he could, ^get others to do for him; 
then he would act his part, looking terrified, indignant, 
letting them hit him once or twice and tie him up. . . . The 
scenes Dyar invented here were absurdly lemmiscent af all 
the Western lllms he had seen as a child. He was conscious of 
distorting probability, and yet, goaded by an overwhelming 
desire to make something definite out of w'hat was now 
equivocal (to assume complete control himself, in other 
words), he allowed his imagination full pla\ in forming its 
exaggerated versions of what the day miglit bring forth, 
‘‘Why did I let him out of my sight?” he thought, but he 
knew quite well it had been inevitable. His sojourn up here 
depended on Thami's making frequent trips if not to the 
village, at least to the family’s abode. ” f>ike a rat in a trap,” 
he told himself, looking longingly out at the furthest peaks, 
which the sun was now flooding with its early light. Bui now 
he knew it would not be like that, because he was going to get 
out of the trap. It was a morning whose very air, on being 
breathed, gave life, and there was the path, its stones still 
clean and shadowless because they lay in the greater shadow 
of the cliffs above. He had only to rise and begin to walk. 
There was no problem, unless he asked himself: “Where?’* 
and he took care not to allow this question to cross his mind; 
he wanted to believe he must not hesitate. Yet to make sure 
that he would act, and not think, he got up and went inside to 
where he knew Thami had left his two little leather ca^s — 
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one containing the sections of the dismantled kif-pipe, and the 
othet with the kif itself in it. He picked them both up and put 
th^ in Ids pocket. Since he had decided to leave the house, 
it how seemed a hostile place, one to get out of quickly. And 
so, seizing his briefcase, taking a final disapproving sniff of 
tljp mouldy air in the room, he ^te})ped outside into the open. 

Once before, two ctavs auo, he had become intoxicated upon 
emerging into a world of sun and air. 'I’his morning the air 
was even straiigt*r. VVhen he felt it ir his lungs he had the 
ilfipfession that tl\ing would he easy, merely a matter of 
technique. Two cia] am) he had been moved to feel the trunks 
of the palms outside the Hotel de la Jdaya, to raise his head 
doglike into the bree/e that idmr across the harbour, to 
rejoice at the fact of being ah\e on a fine morning. But then, 
he Tcmcmbered he hrul >till been in hio cage of cause and 
effect, ^age ( ^ vvliich others held Te keys. Wilcox had 
been there, hurrying him on, standing between him and the 
sun in the sky, No>v at this moment rhere was no one. It 
was possible he was st U in the cage — that he could not know — 
but at least no one else had the ke\s. If tlierc w’ere any keys, he 
himself had them. It wuis a question of starting to walk and 
continuing to walk. Slowly the contours of the valleys beneath 
shifted as he went along. lie paid no attention to the path, 
save to note that it w'as no longer the by w'hich he had 
come yesterday. He met no one, nothing. After an hour or so 
he sat dowm and had two pipes of kif. 'The sun still had not 
climbed high enough to strike this side of the mountain, but 
there were eminences not far below w hich already caught its 
rays. The bottoms of the valleys dowui there were green 
snakes of vegetation; they lay warming themselves in the 
bright morning sun, their heads pointing downw^ard toward 
the outer country, their tails curling back into the deep-cut 
recesses of rock. 

He continued wuth less energy, because the smoke had cut 
his wind somewhat, and his heartbeat had accelerated a little. 
In compensation, however, he felt a steadily increasing sense 
of well-being. Soon he no longer noticed his shortness of 
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brea^. Walkifig became a marvellously contrived series of 
harmnious > movements, the execution of whose every 
detail was in ''perfect concordance with the vast heautiful 
machine of which the air and the mountainside were parts. 
By the time the sun had reached a point in the sky where he 
could see it, he was not conscious of taking steps at all; the 
landscape merely unrolled silently btfore his eyes. fhe 
triumphant thought kept occurring to him that once again he 
had escaped becoming a victim. And presently,. without his 
knowing how he had got there, he found himself in a new 
kind of countryside. At some point he had wandered over a 
small crest and begun going impef ceptibly downward, to be 
now on this upland, sloping plain, so ditferent from the region 
he had left. Long ago he had ceased paying attention to 
where he was going. 'The sun was high overhead; it was so 
warm that he took olT his coat. "I'hen he folded it and sat down 
on it. His watch said half-past twehe. “Tm hungry/’ he let 
himself think, but only once. Determinedly he pulled out the 
sections of the pipe, fitted them together, and buried the little 
terra-cotta bowl in the mass of fragrant, moist kif that filled 
the mottoui. And he drew \iolently on the i>ipe, holding the 
smoke inside him until his head spun and his eyes found 
thetnselves unable to move from the contemplation of a small 
crooked bush that grew in front of him. “With this you don’t 
need food,” he said. Soon enough he had forgotten his 
hunger; there were only the multiple details of the bright 
landscape around him. lie studied them attentively; it was as 
though each hill, stone, gully and tree held a particular secret 
for Jiim to disco\er. Even more — the conliguration of the land 
seemed to be the exprcs'-ion of a hidden dramatic situation 
whose enigma it was imperative he should understand. It was 
like a photograph of a scene from some jilay in which the 
attitudes and countenances of the players, while normal 
enough at first glance, struck one as equivt>cal a moment later. 
And the longer he considered the mysterious ensemble, the 
more undecipherable the meaning of the whole became. He 
crnitinued to stnoke and stare. “ Eve got to get this straight,” 
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he thought If he could catch the significance of what he saw 
before him at the moment, he would have understood a great 
deal.more than what was denoted by these few bushes and 
stones. His head was clear; all the same, he felt peculiarly 
uneasy. It was the old fear of not being sure he was really 
there. He seized a stone and from where he sat threw it as far 
as he was able. ‘‘All right,’' he told hiiiisclf, “you’re here or 
yQU*Te not here. It doesn’t matter a good goddrm. Forget 
about it. Ifdoesn’t matter. Keep going from there. Where 
do you get.^” He r< se suddenly, took up liis coat and began 
to walk. Perhaps the answer lay m continuing to move. 
CBrtainly the natural objects around him went on acting out 
their silent pantomime, posing tluir omiiiour riddle; he was 
aware of that as he wxmt along. Hut, he rcllceied, if he felt 
straifge and o' ’ tlu^ instant he had gr»od reason to: he 
was full vK kif. “liiL'^ as a kite,” he chuckled. That was a 
consolation, and if it were not enough, there w^as the further 
possibility that he was right, that it wa^ completelv unimport- 
ant whether you were b re or not. Hut unimportant to whom.^ 
He began to whistle as he w'alked, became engrossed in the 
sounds he made, ceased his game of mental solitaire. 

Little by little the uncertain trail led downward across 
regions of rough pastureland and stony heaths. It was with 
astonishment that he saw^ on a hillside a grr ip of cows grazing. 
During the morning he had grown used to thinking of himself 
as the only living creature under this particular sky. If he 
were coming to a village, so much the w^orse; he would 
continue, anyway. His hunger, which long ago had reached 
mammoth proportions, no longer expressed itself as such, but 
rather as a sensation of general newuus voraciousness which 
he felt could be relieved only by more kif. And so he sat down 
and smoked some more, feeling his throat turn a little more 
inevitably to the iron it w’^as on its w^ay to becoming. If the 
cows had surprised him, the sight now’ ol a dozen or more 
natives working in a remote field did not. Only their minute- 
ness amazed him; the landscape was so much larger than it 
looked. He sat on a rock and stared upward. The sky seemed 
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to have reached a paroxysm Qf bnlUancy. He had never known 
it was possible to take such jprdfound delight in sheer bright- 
ness. The pleasure consisted simply in letting his ga^e winder 
over the pure depths of the heavens, which he did until the 
extreme light forced him to look away. 

Here the terrain w’as a chorus of naked red-grey vatlcys 
descending gently from the high hofizon. '^I'he clumps of 
spiny palmetto, gieen nearby, became black in the distance. 
But it was hard to tell how far aw'ay anything was in this 
deceptive landscape. What looked neaiby was far-off; the tiny 
dots which were the cattle in the foregiound proved that — ^and 
if his eye followed the earth’s c<Tntoins to the farthest point, 
the formation of the land thcie was ‘-o ciude and on such a 
grand scale that it seemed only a stone’s throw away. 

He let his head drop, and, feeling the trun’s heat on the*back 
of his neck, watched a small black beetle moving laboriously 
on its way among the pebbles. An ant, hunying in the oppo- 
site direction, came up against it; apparently the meeting was 
an undesirable one, lor the ant changed its course and dashed 
distractedly off with e\en greater liaste. “I'o see infinity in a 
grain of sand.” I’he line came to him across the empty years, 
from a classroom, — at least, it seemed to him he remembered 
^uch a line. Outside was the .winter dusk, dirty snow lay 
m the empty lots; beyond, the traffic moved. And in the 
stifling room, overheated to bursting, everyone was waiting for 
the bell to ring, precisely to escape from the premonition of 
infinity that hung so ominously there in the air. The feeling he 
associated with the word infinity was one of physical horror. It 
only existence could be cut down to the pinpoint of here and 
now, with no echoes reverberating from the past, no tinglings 
of expectation from time not yet arrived ! He stared harder at 
the ground, losing his focus so that all he saw was a bright 
blur. But then, would not the moment, the flick of the eyelid, 
like the grain of sand, still be imponderably weighted down 
with the same paralysing element ? Everything was part of the 
same thing. There was no part of him which had not come out 
of the earth, nothing which would not go back into it. He was 
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an animated extension of the sunbaked earth itself. But this 
was not quite true. He raised his head, fumbled, lit another 
pipe. There was one difference, he told himself as he blew the 
smolce out in a long white column that straightway broke and 
dissolved. It was a small difference, self-evident and absurd, 
and yet because it was the one difference that came to him 
then, it was also the only suggestion of meaning he could find 
in being alive. The earth did not know it was there; it merely 
\vas. Therefore living meant first of all knowing one was alive, 
and life without that certainty was equal to no life at all. Which 
was surely why he kc])t asking himself: am I really here? It 
\v«s only natural to want 4iuch reassurance, to need it des- 
perately. Idle touchstone of any life was to he able at all times 
to answer unhesitatingly: “ Vesf ’ There mu >t never be an iota 
of doubt. A life must have all the qualities of the earth from 
which it spr:ngs, * h.s the consciousness of having them. This 
he saw with perfect clarity in a wordless exposition — a series 
of ideas which unrolled inside his mind with the effortlessness 
of music, the preeisic n of geometry. In some remote inner 
chamber of himself he w'as staring througli the w rong end of a 
telescope at his life, seeing it there in intimate detail, far 
away but with awful clarity, and as he looked, it seemed to him 
that now" each circumstance was being seen in its final per- 
spective. Ahvays before, he had beli<‘ved that, although 
childhood had been left far behind, there would still somehow, 
some day, come the opportunity to finish it in the midst of its 
own anguished delights. He had awakened one day to find 
childhood gone — it had come to an end when he w'as not 
looking, and its elements remained uiidcfinable, its design 
nebulous, its harmonies all umesolved. ^et he had felt 
still connected to every part of it by ten thousand invisible 
threads; he thought he had the power to recall it and change it 
merely'by touching these hidden filaments of memory. 

The sun's light filtered through his closed eyelids, making a 
blind world of burning orange warmth ; with it came a corres- 
ponding ray of understanding which, like a spotlight thrown 
suddenly from an unexpected direction, bathed the familiar 
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panorailaa in a transforming glow of finality. The years he had 
spent in the bank, standing in the teller’s cage, had been real, 
after all; he could not call them an accident or a stop^gap. They 
had gone by and they were finished, and now he saw them as 
an unalterable part of the pattern. Now all the distant indeci- 
sions, the postponements and unsolved questions were beyond 
his reach. It was too late to touch or -change^ anything. It 
always had been too late, only until now he had not known it. 
His life had not been the trial life he had vaguely fejt it to be- 
lt had been the only one possible, the only conceivable one. * 
And so everything turned out to have been already com- 
plete, its form decided and irre\ocable. A feeling of profound 
contentment spread through him. The succession of ideas 
evaporated, leaving him with only the glow of well-being 
attendant upon their passage. He looked among the pebbles 
for the beetle; it had disappeared along the path. But now he 
heard voices, nearby. A group of turbaned Berbers came past, 
and glancing at him without surprise went on, still conversing. 
Their appearance served to bring him back from the interior 
place where he had been. He took the pipe to pieces, put it 
away. Feeling drunk and light-headed, he rose and followed 
behind them at a discreet distance. The path they presently 
chose led over a hill and down — down across a wilderness of 
cactus, through shady olive groves (the decayed trunks were 
often no more than wide gnarled shells), over cascades of 
smooth rocks, through meadows dotted with oleander bushes, 
becoming finally a narrow lane bordered on either side by high 
holly. Here it twisted so frequently that he lost sight of the 
men several times, and eventually they disappeared completely. 
Almost at the moment he realized they w^ere gone, he came 
unexpectedly out onto a belvedere strewn w^ith boulders, 
directly above the rooftops, terraces and minarets of the town. 
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XXIII 

Sometimes on Friday mornings, Hadj Mohammed Beidaoui 
wo^ld send one of his elder sons to fetch the last-born, Thami, 
where he was f)laying?in the garden, and the little boy would 
be carried in, squirming to prevent his brother from covering 
his cheeks with noisy kisses all the way. 'Ilien he would be 
placed on his father’s knee, Ins face would momentarily be 
buried in the hard v lite beard, and he would hold his breath 
urrtil his father’s face was rnised again, and the old man began 
to pinch his infant cheeks and smooth his hair. He remembered 
clearly his father’s ivory-coloured skin, and liow beautiful and 
majestic the smooth ancient face had seemed to him framed in 
its white ^ilk djcii.o>j When he thought of it now, perhaps he 
was referring in memory to one partieular morning, a day 
radiant as only a (lav of spring in childhood can he, when his 
father, after sprinklim him with orange-dowei water until he 
was quite wet and almost sick from the sweet smell, had taken 
him by the hand and led him through the streets and parks of 
sunlight and flowers to the mosque of the Marshan, through 
the streets openly, where everyone they met, the men who 
kissed the hem of Hadj Mohammed’s sleeve, and those w^ho 
did not, could see that 'Thami was his son. And Abdclftah and 
Abdelmalek and Hassan and Abdallah had all been left at home ! 
That was the most important part. The conscious campaign to 
seek to gain more than his share of his father’s favour dated 
from that morning; he had waged it unceasingly from then 
until the old man’s death. 'Then, ( f course, it was all over. The 
others were older than he, and by that time disliked him, and 
he returned their antipathy. He began to bribe the servants to 
let him out of the house, and this got several of them into 
trouble with Abdclftah, master of the household, then, who 
was short-tempered and flew' into a rage each time he learned 
that Thami had escaped into the street. But it was the street 
with its forbidden delights that tempted the boy more 
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than anything ebe, once the vrorlcj Jiad ceaaed being a place 
Inhere the greatest good vm toMfiiinb into his father's lap and 
to the flow of legend^ and proverbs and songs and poems 
that he wished would never come to an end. There was one 
song he still recalled in its entirety. It went: Ya ouled al 
kiirratay Al r^iallem Bonzekri. ... Ilis father had told him 
all the boys of Fez ran through the streets singing it when rain 
was needed. And there was one proverb which he associated 
intimately with the memory of his father’s face and with the 
sensation of being held by him, surrouhded by the mounta»Ins 
of brocade-covered cushions, with the great lanterns and high 
looped draperies above, and no matter how often his fatter 
acceded to his pleas to repeat it, always it was fresh with a 
mysterious, magical truth when he heard it. 

*‘Tell about the day.” .. 

‘‘The day?” Old Iladj Mohammed would repeat, looking 
deliberately, cunningly vague, and pulling at his lower lip 
while he rolled his eyes upward with a vacant expression. 
“The day? What day?” 

“The day,” Thami would insist. 

“Aaah!” And the old man w’ould begin, and begin at the 
Same time the dovening motion which accompanied the 
Utterance of any words that were not extemporaneous. “The 
morning is a little boy.” He made his eyes large and round. 
“Noon is a man.” He sat up very straight and looked fierce. 
“Twilight is an old man.” He relaxed and looked into Thami’s 
face with tenderness. “What do I do?” Thami knew, but he 
remained silent, waiting breathless, spellbound, for the moment 
when he would take part in the ritual, his eyes unwaveringly 
fixed on the ivory face. 

“I smile at the first. I admire the second. I venerate the 
bst."’ And as he finished saying the wTirds, Thami would 
seize the frail white hand, bend his head forward, and with 
passion press his lips against the back of the fingers. Then, 
renewed love in his eyes, the old man would sit back and look 
at his son. Abdallah once had spied on this game (of the 
brothers he was the nearest Thami’s age, being only a year 
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older); and later when he got him alone, he had subjected 
Thami t^ a series of tortures which the boy had borne silently, 
scarfely offering resistance. It seemed to him a small enough 
price to pay for his father's favour. ‘‘And if you tell Father I’ll 
tell Abdelftah,” Abdallah had warned him. Abdelftah would 
devise something infinitely worse — of that they were both 
cirtain — but Thami h?d laughed scornfully through his tears. 
He had no intention of telling; to bring to his father’s atten- 
tion the fact that the others couhl be jealous of his participa- 
tion in this sacred game vujuld have meant to risk losing 
his privilege of plav ' g it. 

•Later it was the stieets, the hidden eaft.^ at Suli Bouknadel 
that closed their doors lea\ing the ho\s ]nsi(h‘ sitting on mats 
playing ronda and smoking kif and drinking cognac until morn- 
ings it was the braeli wluu they placed football and, pooling 
their money, would i ^mt a cas(‘ta for the season which they used 
for drinking competitions and th(‘ holding 01 small private 
orgies whose eti(piette deinainhal that tlie A*»ungcr bovs be at 
the entire disposal of t’ e oldei ones. And above all it was the 
bordels. By the time Thami was eighteen he had had all the 
girls in all the establishments, and a good many more off the 
street. He took to staying a\\a\ from home for several days at 
a time, and when he returned it would he in a state of dishevel- 
ment wTich infuriated his brothers. Aft^ r his sixth arrest for 
drunkenness Abdelmalek, who was now* the head ol the family, 
Abdelftah having mo\ed tv) ( rsa^lanca, gave orders to the 
guards of the house to refuse him entrance unless he w^as in a 
state of complete sobriety and piopeily dressed. 1 his meant, 
more than anything else, that he would no longer receive his 
daily spending money. “Tins m\1 changv^ him,” he said 
confidently to Ilassan. “Yoifll see the difference very soon.” 
But Thami w^as more headstrong and resourcetiil than they 
had suspected. lie found ways of h\ ing — w hat w ays they never 
knew — ^without needing to return home, waLhout having to 
forgo the independence so necessary to him. And since then 
he never had gone back, save now^ and then for a moment of 
conversation with his brothers at the entrance door, usually to 
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ask a favour which they seldom gr^inted. There was nothing 
basically wti*8ocial about Thpui hostility v^as alien to him. He 
merely had expended almost all his capacities for respect and 
devotion upon his father, so that he could not give the tmdi- 
tional amount of either to his brothers. Also he would not agree 
to jj^etend. He did not respect them, and he had had too much 
contact with European culture to believe^ he was^ committing a 
sin in refusing to feign a respect which custom demanded but 
which he did not feci. 

It was at the annual moussem of Motilay Abdeslam, whe^-'e 
serious men go for the good of their souls, that 'rhami had met 
Kinza, among the tents and donk^^ys and fanatical pilgrinfts. 
The situation was one with which Moslem tradition is totally 
unprepared to deal. Young men and women cannot know each 
other, and if by some disgraceful chance they happen to have 
managed to see each other alone for a minute, the idea is so 
shameful that everyone forgets it immediately. But to follow it 
up, to see the girl again, to suggest marrying her —it would be 
hard to conceive of more outrageous conduct. Thami did all 
these things. lie went back to Agla at the same time as she did, 
got to know the family, who w^ere naturally much impressed 
with his city ways and his erudition, and wrote to Abdelmalek 
saying that he was about to be married and thought it time he 
received his inheritance. Ilis brother’s reply was a telegram 
bidding hiri\ return to Tangier at once to discuss the matter. It 
was then that the two had their serious falling-out, since 
Abdelmalek refused outright to let him touch his money or his 
property. “I’ll go to the Qadi,” threatened Thami. Abdel- 
malek merely laughed. “Go,” he said, “if you think there is 
anything about you he doesn’t already know.” In the end, 
after lengthy discussions with Hassan, wTo thought marriage, 
even with a shamefully low peasant girl, might possibly be a 
means of changing Thami ’s ways, Abdelmalek gave him a few 
thousand pesetas. lie fetched the whole family from Agla and 
they had a w^edding in Emsallah, the humblest quarter of 
Tangier, all of which nevertheless seemed magnificent to 
Kinza and her tribe. In due time all but the bride returned 
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to the farmhouse on the mountain above Agla, where they 
lived worlrir^ their fields, gathering the fruit from their trees 
and sending the children to tend the goats on the heights 
above. 

To them Thami was a glamorous, important figure, and they 
had been overjoyed to sec him come knocking at the door the 
previous evening. They were not so pleased, however, to 
Larn that he had a Nazarene with him, up in the other house, 
and although he had managed last night to slide over it by 
talking of other things' and then leaving suddenly, he could 
see that his father-in-law had not hnished expressing his views 
onJthe subject. 

At the house they told liini that the men were down in the 
orchard. He followed tlie high cactus hnee until he came to a 
gate made of sheet tin. \\ hen he knocked, the sound was very 
loud, and it was with a certain amount of mild apprehension 
that he waio d uueone to come. One of the sons let him in. 
An artificial stream laii through the 01 chard, part ol the system 
which irrigated the entire \ alley with l!ie spring waiter that 
came out of the locfs al'o\e the Uami. l\ni/a’s father W’as 
watering the rose bushes. He hurried back and forth, his 
baggy trousers hitched above his knees, stooping by the edge 
of the channel to fill an ancient oilcan that spouted water from 
all corners, running with it each time, to arrive before it was 
empty. When he saw^ Tiiami he ceased his labours, and to- 
gether they sat down in the shade of a liuge lig tree. Almost 
immediately he brouglit up the subject of the Nazarene. Hav- 
ing him in the house would make trouble, he predicted. No 
one had ever heard of a Spaniard living in the same house with 
a Moslem, and besides, what was th»‘ purpose, what was the 
reason for such a thing ? “Why doesn't he stay at the fonda at 
Agla like all the others?’' he demanded, dliaini tried to ex- 
plain. “He's not a Spaniard," he began, but already he fore- 
saw the difficulties he was going to meet, ii>ing to make the 
other understand. “He’s an American." “Melikan?" cried 
Kinza’s father. “And w here is Melika ? \\ here r In Spain [ Ah! 
You see?*’ The oldest son timidly suggested that perhaps the 
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Nazanene was a Frenchman. Frenchmen were not Spaniards, 
he said. “Not Spaniards?” cried his father. “And where do 
yon think France is, if it’s not in Spain ? Call him Melikan, call 
him French, call him English, call him whatever you like. He’s 
still a Spaniard, he’s still a Nazarene, and it’s bad to have him 
in the house.” “You’re right,” said Thami, deciding that 
acquiescence was the easiest way out: of the conversation, 
because his only argument at that point would have been to 
tell them that Dyar was paying him for the privilege of staying 
in the house, and that was a detail he' did not want thenrto 
know. The old man was mollified ; then, “ Why doesn’t he stay 
at the fonda, anyway? d’ell me that,” he said suspiciouriy. 
Thami shrugged his shoulders, said he did not know. “Ah! 
You see?** the old man cried in triumph, “lie has a reason, 
and it*s a bad reason. And only bad things can happen when 
Nazarenes and Moslems come together.” 

There was a halfwit son who sat with them; he nodded his 
head endlessly, overcome by the wisdom of his father’s 
utterances. The other sons looked at Thami, slightly em- 
barrassed at hearing these ideas, which they supposed he must 
consider ridiculously old-fashioned. Then they talked of other 
things, and presently the old man returned to watering his 
fibwers. Thami and the sons retired to a secluded part of the 
orchard where they could not be seen by him, and smoked, 
Thami feeling that under the circumstances he could not very 
well insult the family by returning to the house on the 
mountain solely to take food to the Christian. They passed the 
day eating, sleeping and playing cards, and it was twilight when 
he took his leave, not having dared t() suggest that they give 
him food again, nor even finding the courage to ask for the use 
of the blanket. But he could not go back up to the house 
without food, for Dyar would be ravenous by now, and this 
meant that he must go into Agla and buy supplies for dinner. 
** Yah latify yah latif” he said under his breath as he followed 
the path that led downward to the village. 
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There was little doubt in Dyar’s mind, as he stumbled along 
the cobbled road that led through the town gate, that the 
place w^s Agla. He had merely come down by a very wide 
detour, by going around to the back of the mountain, and then 
returning to the steep side once again. Thus there was a real 
possibility of his running into d’hami, who, it now occurred to 
him, would be convinced he had run away in order to avoid 
having to pay him what he owed Ijirn. Or no, he thought, not 
at all. If IJiami were after everything, such a detail would 
naturally be of no iinj^ortance. In that ^'ase the meeting would 
bring matters to a head \er\ ijuickly. The men he had chosen 
to^help him woiihl he nearby, by some casual gesture as they 
walked along the street together, he and d lei mi, in full view of 
the populace, the signal would he given Or they might even 
be with him. d’he only hope would he to dOend the briefcase 
as though his wlude life were locked inside. 'Then, when they 
got it open and it emptv, he might possibly be far enough 

away to escape. 

The tiny streets and house were sniotluTcd with vvliittnvash, 
which glow'ed as if all 'bin rig the day it luvd. been absori)irig the 
sunlight and now', at dusk, were olowdy giving it off into the 
fading air. It all looked, he thought, as though it had been 
made by a pastry-cook, Init prol>ably that was only because at 
the moment he did not need much imagination for things to 
look edible. With infallible intuition he ^Tose the streets that 
led to the centre of town, and there he saw' a small native 
restaurant where the cooking was being done in the entrance. 
The cook lifted the covers of the various copper cauldrons for 
him; he looked down into them and ordered soup, chickpeas 
stewed with pieces of Iamb, and skewered liver. There was a 
small dim room behind tlu‘ kitch' n with two tables in it, and 
beyond that a raised niche covered with matting where 
several rustics squatted with enormous loaves of bread which 
they tore into pieces and put into the soup, tor Dyar the 
assuaging of his appetite was a voluptuous act ; it w ent on and 
on. What he had ordered at first proved to be completely 
inadequate, ^rhami had told him that the desire for food alter 
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smoking kif was like no other appetite. He sighed apprehen- 
sively, Thami and his kif. How would he feel when he 
realised hk prisoner had escaped, taking with him even 
Thami*s own pipe and mottoui? He wondered if perhaps that 
mi]^t not be considered a supreme injury, an unforgivable 
act. He had no idea ; he knew nothing about this country, save 
that all its inhabitants behaved like maniacs. Miybe it was not 
Thami himself of whose reactions he was afraid, he reflected — 
it might be only that Thami was part of the place and there- 
fore had everything in the place behind him, so to speak. 
Thami in New York — he almost laughed at the image the idea 
evoked — he was the sort no one wauld even take the trouble^to 
look at in the street when he asked for a dime. Here it was 
another matter. He was a spokesman for the place; like 
Antaeus, whatever strength he had came out of the earth, .and 
his feet were planted squarely upon it. “So you’re afraid of 
him,” he remarked to him^elt in disgust. He looked through 
the bright kitclien out into the black street beyond. “Afraid he 
might walk in that door.” He sat perfectly still, somehow^ 
expecting the idea to conjure up the reality. Instead, an over- 
sized Berber appeared in the doorway, his djellaba slung 
loosely over one shoulder, and ordered a glass of tea. While he 
waited the five minutes it always took to prepare the tea 
(because the water, while hot, was never boiling, and the mint 
leaves had to be stripped one by one from the stalk), he stood 
staring at Dyar in a manner wdiich the other at first found 
disconcerting, then disturbing, and finally, because he had 
begun to ask himself the possible reason for this insolent 
scrutiny, downright fiightening. “ Why docs he block the door 
like that ?” he thought, his heart beginning to beat too fast in a 
sudden wave of desperate conjecture. For the moment there 
was only one answer : one of Thami’s henchmen had arrived to 
keep watch, to prevent his escape. 'Fhey w^ere probably posted 
in every cafe and eating-place in the town. For the first time it 
occurred to him that they might do their work on him in 
Thami’s absence, with Thami conveniently seated in some 
respectable home, laughing, drinking tea, strumming on an 
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oud. And this possibility seemed in a way worse, perhaps 
because he had never been able to see Thami in the role of a 
brutal torturer, the tacit understanding with his own imagina- 
tion having been that things would somehow be done with 
comparative gentleness, painlessly. He looked up once again at 
the Neanderthal head, the deep furrows in the slanting fore- 
head and the bnows that formed a single ragged line across the 
face, and knew that for such a man there were no half-way 
measures. Y^t he could not see any baseness in the face, nor 
even any particular cuifning— merely a ^)rimal, ancient blind- 
ness, the ineffable, unfocused melancholy of the great apes as 
they stare between 1I1 • (.age bars. 

‘H don’t want any of this,” lie tohl hini'^clf. You didn’t try 
to outwit such beings; you simply got out if you could. He 
rose and walked over to the sto\e. ” i io\s much.^’' he said in 
English. The man understood, held up his two hands, the 
fingers outspread, ti.v n laised one lone forefinger. Turning his 
back on the giant in th.c (loor\^a\^ so as to ijxde as well as 
possible the fistful of bills he pulled out of his pocket, he 
handed the cook a lumdrcd-pescta The man looked 

startled, indicated he liad no change. Dyar searched further, 
found twenty-five pesetas. Dubiously the cook accepted it, and, 
pushing aside the Berber in the entrance, went out into the 
street to get change. “But go'od Ciod,” Dyar thought, seeing 
the prospect of a whole new horizon of (^^fficulties spreading 
itself before him. No change for a hundred pesetas, d'hen a 
thousand pesetas would be ten times as hard to get rid of. 
He moved his shoulder a little, to feel the twelve hundred and 
sixty thousand-peseta notes against his skin, around his 
middle. He stood there, conscious of the huge Berber’s gaze, 
but not for an instant returning until the cook came back 
and handed him fourteen pesetas. When he went out into the 
street he turned to the right, where there seemed to be the 
greater number of passers-by, and walked quickly away, look- 
ing back only once just before he forced himself through the 
middle of an ambling group, and being not at all surprised to 
see the Berber step out of the restauiant and start slowly in the 
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same directi6n. But Dyar was going rapidly; the next time he 
turned Around to look, he was satisfied that he had lost him. 

The white-washed cobbled street was full of strollers in 
djelkbas moving in both directions ; the groups salutefl each 
other constantly as they passed. Dyar threaded his way among 
them as unostentatiously as he could for a man in a hurry. 
Sometimes the street would turn into^a long, wide fligRt of 
stairs with a shop no bigger than a stall on each step, and 
he would run lightly all the way down, gauging ^his distances 
with care to be sure of not plunging rnto a group of w^alloers, 
not daring to look up to see what clTect his passage was having 
on the populace. W hen he came put into an open space lined 
on one side with new' one-storey Kuropean buildings he 
stopped short, not certain whether to continue or go back. 
There was a cafe over there with tables and chairs sgjt out 
along a narrow strip of sidew alk, and at the tables sat Spaniards, 
some of whom woie the white uniforms of officers in the 
Moroccan army. Ills instinct told him to stay in the shade, to 
go back into the xVrab tow n. "Idle question w as : where w^ould he 
be safer? There w'as no doubt that the greater danger w^as the 
possibility of being stopped and cpiestioned by the Spanish. 
Yet the fear he felt was not of them, but of wdiat could happen 
back in the streets he had just Cfime from. And now as he 
stood there clutching his briefcase, the people pushing past 
liim on both sides, his mind still muzzy from the kif, he saw' 
with terror that he was hopelessly confused. He had imagined 
the town would be something else, that somewhere there 
would be a place he could go into and ask for information; he 
had counted on the town to help him as a troubled man counts 
oil a friend to give him advice, knowing beforehand that he 
will follow whatever advice he gets, because the important 
thing is to do something, to move in any direction, out of his 
impasse. Once he had been to Agla, he had thought, he would 
know more about his situation. But he had not understood 
until now how heavily he was counting on it, partly perhaps 
because all day he had been thinking only of escaping from 
Thami. How^ever, at this moment he was conscious that the 
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props that jiad held up his future were in the act of crumbling: 
he never had had any plan of action, he could not imagine now 
what he had ever intended to “find out” here in the town, 
what^ort of people he had thought he would be able to see in 
order to get his information, or even w^hat kind of information 
he had meant to get. For an instant he looked upward into the 
sky* The stars ^w'ere there; they did not tell him wFat to do. 
He had turned, he had started to walk, back through the towm’s 
entrance gate into the crooked street, but his legs were trernbU 
ing, and he was only inJistinetly aware of what went on around 
him. 'I his time, since a part iA the mechanisiu that held his 
together seeint d tv) ha\c given wa}, he somehow got 
turned off the principal street which led steeply upv\ard, and 
let his legs lead him along a smaller fiat one that had fewer 
lights and people in it, and no slumps at all. 


\\i\' 

SOMH’ilMhS 'I'lniu w '\s the dribbling oi lomitaiiis into their 
basins, sometimes only the sound of the last -running spring 
w'ater under the stones, behind the walls. Occasionally a single 
large night-bird dipped toward the ground near a lamp, its 
crazy shadow running switily over the whne walls; each time, 
Dyar started with nervousness, cursing himself silently for 
not being able to dislodge the fear in him. He walked slowd}' 
now, overtaking no one. Ahead, when the way was straight 
enough, he sometimes caught sight of two men in dark robes, 
walking liand in hand. I'hev were singing a song wdtii 
a short vigorous refrain \shich kept recurring at brief 
intervals; in betw^een was a laz\ \ariation on the refrain 
w^hich followed like a weak, uncertain answer to the other. 
This in itself Dyar surely would not have noticed, had it not 
been for the fact tliat each time the meandering section began, 
just for the first few notes, he had the distinct impression that 
the sound came from somewhere behind him. By the time he 



290 LET IT COME DOWN 

had stopped to listen (his interest aroused not by the music, but 
by his own fear), the two ahead had always started in again. 
Finally, in order to be sure, he stood quite still for the space 
of several cKdruses, while little by little the voices of tlte two 
ahead grevr fainter. There was no longer any doubt in his 
mind; a querulous falsetto voice was singing the same song, 
coming along behind him. lie could hear it mqre plainly rtow, 
like a mocking shadow of the music that went on ahead. But 
from the strategic spaces that were left in the design of the 
melody and rliythm b> the two men for the single voice in the 
rear to fill in, he knew immediately that they were conscious 
of the other’s participation in the^song. He stepped back yito 
a recess between the houses, where there was a small square 
tank with whaler pouring into it, and waited for the owner of 
the single voice to go hy. I rom in here he could hoar nothing 
but the hollow’ falling of the water into tlie cistern beside him, 
and he strained, listening, to sec if the other, on noticing his 
disappearance, would stop singing, change the sound of liis 
voice, or in some other manner send a signal to those W'ho wx*nl 
ahead. If onh he had a good-si/ed flashlight, he thought, or a 
monkey-WTcnch, he could hit him on the hack of the head as 
he went past, drag him into the dark here, and go back 
quickly in tlie other direction. But when the lone vocalist 
appeared, he turned out to be ae'eompanied by a friend. Both 
were youths In their teens, and they stumbled along w'ith the 
air of not having a thought in their heads, beyond that of not 
losing the thread of the song that floated back through the 
street to them. He w aited until they had gone past, counted to 
twenty, and peered around the corner of the house: they w'ere 
still going along witli the same careless, unsteady gait. When 
they had disappeared he turned and went hack, still by no 
means convinced that when they noticed his absence ahead of 
them, they w’ould not hurry to confer with the other couple 
and set out with them to look for him. 

Because fear is without any true relationship to reality, each 
time he left a lighted patch of street and entered the dark, he 
now expected the singers and their friends to be somewhere 



ANOTHER KIND OF SILENCE 291 

there waitiiig, having taken a short-cut and got there before 
him. An iron arm would reach out of an invisible doorway and 
yank him inside before he knew what was happening, a 
tcrrifid blow from behind would fell him, and he would come 
to in some deserted alley, lying in a pile of garbage, his money 
gone, his passport gone, his watch and clothes gone, with no 
ont\o help him either here or in d\ingier or anywhere else. 
No one to cover his nakedness or to provide him with even 
tomorrow morning's im il. 1 roin the jail w’liere they would 
lodge him they would ick phoiu the Ani^ncan Legation, and 
he Would soon see 1 angier a vain, a thousand times more a 
victim than ever. 

Going by each side strc 1 1 and pisscigev\a> he opened his eyes 
wider and stared, as if that might lie Ip him to see thiough the 
darkrjess. Back on the main street, cl j7ihiug the long stairs, 
where the light from the ^t ilL spilkd across the steps, he felt 
alittle better, f \cn t!s igli his k vs wcic ho hn, c'li J seemed not 
to want to go where lu tiiccl to ihuet tlitm 1 ucre was some 
comfort in being hack anionu p'^'»pk , all ht luai do here W'as 
walk along with his he d dox'n and not iuuk up intv> ihcir 
laces. When he had got almost back up to tlK ] lace where he 
had eaten, he heard drums heating out a peculiar, breathless 
rhythm. Here the street made scvc.al abrupt turns, becoming 
a series of passageways that’ led through the buildings. He 
glanced up at the second-stort y wiiulo oveilooking the 
entrance to one of these tunnels, and saw, through the iron 
gnlhvork, the back of a row of turbaned heads. At the same 
instant a peremptory^ voice m the stieet behind him called out, 
llola^ senor! Oiga!'' He turned his head quickly and saw% 
fifty feet back, a native in what loolv^.d like a policeman’s 
uniform and helmet, and thcie wa^ no doubt that the man w^as 
trying to attract his attention. He plunged ahead into the 
darkness, made the first turn with the street, and, seeing a 
partially open door on his light, pushed against it. 

The light came from above. A steep stairways led up. I he 
drums were there, and also a faint, w heezing music. He stood 
behind the door at the foot of the stairs, not having pushed 
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it any further shut than it had been. He waitefj; nothing 
happened. Then a man appeared at the top of the stairs, was 
about to come down, saw him, motioned to another, who 
presently also came into view. Together they beckoifed to 
him. **^Tlah. Tlah. Agi^ they said. Because their faces were 
unmistakably friendly, he slowly started to mount the steps. 

It was a small, very crowded cafe w.^th benches along'the 
walls. The dim light came from a bulb hung above a high 
copper samovar which stood on a shelf in a corner. All the 
men wore white turbans, and they looked up with interest; as 
Dyar entered, making room for him at the end of a bench b> 
the drummers, who sat in a circle on the iloor at the far end of 
the room. 0\er here it was very dark indeed, and he had the 
impression that something inexplicable was taking place on 
the floor almost at his feet. 'The men were looking dowii^ward 
through the smoke at a formless mass that quaked, jerked, 
shuddered and heaved, and although the room shook with the 
pounding of the drums, it was as ii another kind of silence 
were there in the air, an imperious silence that stretched from 
the eyes of the men watching to the object mo\ing at their 
feet. As his own e\es grew accustomed to the confused light, 
Dyar saw^ that it was a man, his hands locked Hrmly together 
behind him as if they were chained there, I'litil this moment 
he had been writhing and twisting on the floor, but now 
slowly he was rising to his knees, turning his head desperately 
from side to side, an expression of agony on his tortured face. 
Even when, five minutes later, he had finally got to his feet, he 
did not alter the position of his hands, and always the spasms 
that forced his body this w^ay and that, in j^rfect rhythm with 
the increasing hysteria of the drums and the low cracked voice 
of the flute, seemed to come from some secret centre far inside 
him. Dyar watched impassively. He was completely hidden by 
the ranks of the men who stood near him looking at the 
spectacle, and more of whom kept crowding up; from the 
door he was invisible, and the consciousness of that gave him 
momentary relief. Someone passed him a glass of tea from the 
other end of the long table. As he held it under his nose, the 



ANOTHER KIND OF SILENCF 293 

sharp fumdt of hot spearmint cleared his head, and he became 
aware of another odour in the air, a spicy resinous smell which 
he traced to a brazier behind one of the drummers; a heavy 
smudge of sweet smoke rose constantly. The man had begun 
to cry out, softly at first, and then savagely; his cries were 
answered by rhythmical calls of Al-Iah!'" from the drum- 
mer^. Dyar stole a glance around at the faces of the spectators, 
'rhe expression he s<i" \\a> the same on all sides, utter 
absorption ip the dance, almo'.t adoration of the man per- 
forming it. A lighted kif pipe was thniNL in from of him. He 
rook It and smoked U without looking to st-e who had offered 
it tOfchim. I hs heat t , \ 'in h h.ul 1 *t. l n 1 >e iting \ iolent]\ w hen he 
came in, had ceased its {lomuling; lie felt calmer now. 

After a day passed kiig< !v in the contemplation of that far- 
off ar^d unlikely pkn e which was the irterior ot liimst If, he did 
not find it diflirnh n to reject llatK thet\alit\ ofwhathew^as 
seeing. Ih* nKreis i tnd wat^lied, content 111 the coiniction 
that the tiling he was looking at w.is not raking place in the 
world that really e\iste-d. It was too iar i e \ ond die })ale of the 
j’lossible, d'he kif fupe ' as n tilled sewenil times tor him, and 
the smoke, rising to his head, helped him to su there* and watch 
a thing he did not beHe\<n 

According to I)\arA e\es, the* man now at last moved his 
hands, reached inside his garments and [lulled out a large 
knife, which he fiourislied with wide gv -tures. It gleamed 
feeblv iia the faint light. \Vitht>ut glancing liehind him, one 
of the drummers threw' a haiidtul of something over his 
shoulder and resumed heating, coming in on the complex 
rhythm perfectly: the smoke rose in thicker clouds from the 
censer. 'The chanted strophes were now antiphonal, with 
'' Al-lah! being thrown back and loith like a red-hot stone 
from one side of the circle t(' the other. At the same time it 
was as if the sound had become two high walls between which 
the dancer whirleei and leapt, striking against their invisible 
surfaces wdth his head in a v ain effort to escape beyond them. 

The man held up his bare arm. he blade glinted, struck at 
it on a dowm beat of the drum pattern. Anei again. And again 
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and again* until the arm and hand were shining^ and black. 
Then the other arm wa^ slashed, the tempo increasing as the 
drummers* bodies bent further forward toward the centre of 
the circle. In the sudden flare of a match nearby, Dy!ir saw 
the glistening black of the arms and hands change briefly to 
red, as if the man had dipped his arms in bright red paint; he 
saw, too, the ecstatic face as an arm wi>s raised to his mouth 
and the swift tongue began to lick the hlood in rhythm. With 
the shortening of the phrase the music had become an 
enormous panting. It had kept every detail of syncopation 
intact, even at its present great rate of speed, thus succeeding 
in destroying the listeners' sense of time, forcing their minds 
to accept the arbitrary one it imposed in its place. With this 
hypnotic device it had gained complete domination. But as to 
the dancer, it was hard to say whether they were commanding 
him or he them. lie bent o\er, and with a great sweep of his 
arm began a thorough hacking of his legs; the music's volume 
swelled in accompaniment. 

Dyar was there, scarcely breathing. It could not be said that 
he watched now, because in his mind he had moved forwaial 
from looking on, to a kind of participation. With each gesture 
the man made at this point, he felt a sympathetic desire to cry 
out in triumph. The mutilation was being done for him, to 
him; it was his own blood that spattered onto the drums and 
made the ffoor slippery. In a world which had not yet been 
muddied by the discovery of thought, there was this certainty, 
as solid as a boulder, as real as the beating of his heart, that the 
man was dancing to purify all who watched. When the dancer 
threw himself to the floor with a despairing cry, Dyar knew 
that in reality it was a cry of victory, that spirit had triumphed , 
the expressions of satisfaction on the faces around him 
confirmed this. The musicians hesitated momentarily, but at 
a signal from the men who bent solicitously over the dancer's 
twitching body they resumed playing the same piece, slowly 
as at the beginning. Dyar sat perfectly still, thinking of noth- 
ing, savouring the unaccustomed sensations w'hich had been 
freed within him. Conversation had started up; since no 
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one passcc] him a pipe, he took out Thami’s and smoked it. 
Soon the dancer rose from where he lay on the floor, stood up 
a little unsteadily, and, going to each musician in turn, took 
each '^ead between his hands from which the blood still 
dripped, and planted a solemn kiss on the forehead. Then he 
pushed his way through the crowd, paid for his tea, and went 
out*. 

Dyar stayed on a tew minutes, and after drinking what 
remained of his tea, winch had long ago grown c(dd, gave the 
qa.r)uaji the jieseta it cost and slowly went riown the steps. 
Inside the door he hesitated , il '>eem( d to I im lie w^as making 
a gi'avc decision m entiiipiy out into tlie street dgatn. But 
whatever awaited him out there had to he faeed, he told 
himself, and it might as veil he n«>^' j tew minutes or 
homs later, lie opened the duoi d he eoxcRil street was 
deserted and hhirk log he\oiul the fuithest aich, where it led 
into the oneii, tile ' c Us .ind jwv me Jlo^ t J a'> tlw moon- 
light poured over thiiu He walked (»iit a wnle plaza 

dominated by a high mmaot, kdme ouK ante sun>n-c to 
find that none of Ins t n was ITi. Ii U .d i!i Ulli. hheraied by 
the past hour in the cate, how, he would nev^r uadei stand, nor 
did he care. But now, whatevei eiicum<>taiict presented itself, 
he would find a way to deal w ith n. Idie coniidence of his mood 
was augmented by the seteial pipes of kif he presently 
smoked sitting on the ledge of the tounta ^ m the centre of the 
plaza. 

A hundred feet away, in a cede overlooking the same plaza, 
rhami was lamenting having left his pipe and inottoui behind 
in the house. He had to accept the qaouaji s generosity, and it 
was embarrassing to him. With the number of parcels he had, 
he was understandably loath to s^L off up the mountain, and, 
besides, he had just eaten heavily. He had w^anted very much 
to buy a bottle of good Terry co^^nac to diink that night, but 
his money had proved insufficient for huch a luxury. Instead, 
he had got a large mass of majoun, at the same time making a 
firm resolution to demand his five thousand pesetas as soon as 
he got back up to the house. The extra money he had been 



2()8 LET IT COME DOWN 

hammer and nail for? To fix the door. What doorjl? The door 
to the cottage, the rattling door that kept him from sleeping. 
And where was the cottage, how was he going to get there ? 

He stood still, more appalled by the revelation cff this 
incredible lapse in his mental processes than by the fact itself 
that he could not get to the house, that he had nowhere to 
sleep. This kif is treacherous stuff, he thought, starting ahead 
slowly. 

Back in the deserted plaza he seated himself once again 
on the edge of the fountain and *^mllcd out the pipe. 
Treacherous or not, like alcohol it at least made the present 
moment bearable. As he smoked he saw a figure emerge f;ic>m 
the shadows on the dark side of the pla/a and ( omc sauntering 
over in his direction. When it was still faiily far away, but 
near enough for him to see it was a m in carr) ing a large bi^ket, 
it said: '\Salam'\ Dyar grunted. 

'' Artdek f\' s(hsi?'' 

He looked up unbelieving. It was impossible. The stuff was 
treacherous, vso he did not move, but waited. 

The man came nearer, exclaimed. 'Then Dyar jumped up. 
“You son of a bitch!” he cried, laughing with pleasure, 
clapping I'hami’s shoulder sc\cral times. 

Thami was delighted, too. Dyar had eaten, wms in a good 
humour. The return to tlie house wath its attendant furious 
reproaches no longer had to be dreaded. He could broach the 
subject of the money. And there was his owm kif-pipc, wTose 
absence he had been so lately regretting, right in Dyar’s hand. 
But he was nervous about being here in the plaza. 

“You’re going to have trouble here,” he said. “It’s very 
bad. I told you not to come. If one moqaddein sees you, 
^Oiga, senor, come on to the comisaria, we look at your 
papers, my friend.’ I^et’s go.” 

The moonlight was very bright wTen they had left the town 
behind and were among the olive trees. Half-w'ay up the 
mountain, among the ragged rocks, they sat down, and 
Thami took out the majoun. 

“ You know wdiat this is ? ” he asked. 
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‘'Sure j know. Tve had it before.” 

T his won t make you drunk for an hour yet. Or mote. 
When we get to the house Til make tea. Then you’ll see how 
drunic.” 

“ I know. Tve had it before, T said.” 

Thami looked at him with disbelief, and dividefl the cake 
info two unecyual pK-ces, handing the Lirger to Dvar. 

“It’s soft,” Dyar remarked in ^ome surprise. “Id’e kind I 
had was ha,rd.” 

.“Same thing,” d hami ^ mcI with indiftt nc<\ is 

better.” Dyar was inclined u> aarcc with him, as regarded the 
flai^mur. 1 hey sat, vpjvtlx, tuning, ^ a( h one conscious m hi-* 
own fashion that as lie swallowed tit niigical eub'-tance he 
w’as irrevocably (leli\eiiiig hunsclt o\(i 10 un ^cen forces 
wdiich would take charge ot hn ide ff» \]ir houi- to come. 

'Fhey did rn^ leak, but Sat hcaiing water moving 
dow’nw'ai d m the ^ c f mor Tihcdjt arul shack that lay open 
at their tec t 


XX\ 

“lIOMr A(,ain!” Dy\r said joMalh as he went inside the 
house, greeted by the cldse mildewed smell he had said 
goodbye to so long ago. “Let’s make tlu.i fiie before we blow 
our icspectivc tops.” He tossed the biiefcase into a corner, 
glad to be rid ol it. 

"Lhami shut the door, locked it, and stared at him, not 
understanding. “You’re alreaci\ hashish,” he said. “I know 
when I look at you. What are >011 talking about 

“The lire. 'I’he lire. Get some wood. Quiek!” 

“Plenty of wood,” said Thami imperturbably, pointing to 
the patio with its crates. l)\ai stepped out and began to 
thrown them wildly into the centre ot the room. “Break em 
up!” he shouted. “Smash ’em! It’s going to be goddam 
cold in here without any blanket, ^^c \e got to keep the fire 
going as long as we can.” 
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Thami obeyed, wondering at the surprising tran^ormation 
a little majoun could work in a Christian, He had never 
before seen Dyar in good spirits. When he had an enormous 
pile of slats, he pushed it to one side and spread the two mats, 
one on top of the other, in front of the fireplace. Then he 
went out into the kitchen and busied himself building a 
charcoal fire in the earthen brazier, in order to [vepare the tea. 

“Ah!’’ he heard Dyar cry in triumph from the patio. “Just 
what we wanted ! ’’ He had unearthed several smalljogs in one 
corner, which he carried in and dumped beside the fireplace. 
He joined Thami in the kitchen. “Give me a match/’ he said. 
“My candle’s gone out.” "I'hami was squatting ove^" 
brazier, and he looked up smiling. “ How' do you feel now?” 
he asked. 

“I feel great, \Vh) ? How do you feel?’’ 

Thami handed him his box of matches. “I feel good,’’ he 
answered. He was not sure how' to begin. Perhaps it would be 
better to w’ait until they were lying in front of the fire. But 
by then Dyar’s mood might have changed. “ I w'anted to buy a 
big bottle of cognac tonight, \ou know .’’ He paused. 

“Well, why didn’t you ? I could do with a drink right now',’’ 

Thami rubbed his forefinger against hi.^ ihurnh, hack and 
forth, expressively. 

“Oh,” said, Dyar soberly. “ I see.” He went i)ack into tlie 
other room, stuffed some paper into the fireplace, put some 
crate wood on top, and lighted it. 'I'hen he walked over to the 
darkest corner of the room and, keeping his eye on the door 
into the patio, pulled out five notes from the inside of his 
shirt. “This’ll show him I’m playing straight with him,” he 
said to himself. He returned to the kitchen and handed the 
money to Thami, saying: “ Here.” 

“Thank you,” Thami said. He stood up and patted him on 
the back lightly, three pats. 

“When you come in I’ll talk to you about the rest of it.” 
He went out into the patio and stood looking up at the huge 
globe of the full moon; never had he seen it so near or so 
strong. A night bird screamed briefly in the air overhead — a 
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peculiar, ^hilly sound, not quite like anything he had heard 
before. He stood, hearing the sound again and again m lus 
head, a long string of interior echoes that traced an invisible 
laddilTr across the black sky. I he crackling of the fire inside 
roused him. He went in and threw' on a log. He crouched 
dow'n, looking into the fiic, following the forms of the flames 
with his cyes.^ 1 he iiicfilace drew well, no siii(>kc came out 
into the room. 

I hey were putting their feet earefulh on the square grey 
flagstones tliat led through the gias.'- across the garden, having 
to step off them at one jxoni onto the soaked tui t to avoid the 
h<^e with a sprint ! ^ attachment It went atound and around, 
unevenly. Mrs. Shields had pulled down <ill the shades in the 
big room, because the sun shone in and fa(k‘d the drapes, she 
said. Once the windows were shut the ihuiKk rstoriTi could 
come whenever u it had been threatening all afternoon. 

Across ♦he uvci n looked \ei\ dark it was ohahly raining 
there already, but the rolling of the thundti was moie distan*. 
bar up the vallev towaiei the gaj> it gio.iuetl \ here vs is wild 
country up there, a d tlie pe()j)le did not iu"\e the same 
friendliness they had here wlieie the land was good. Mrs. 
Shields had let the hose spot her dress. It was a shame, he 
thought, looking close!} at the paisley design. 

He did not w'ant to be in the house when they left. Turning 
to the empty rooms w here the an still me \ ed wuth the currents 
set up by their last-minute hurryings, feeling the seat of a 
chair in W’hich one of them had sat, because of that a little 
warmer than the others, but the warmth still palpable after 
they had gone, seeing the cord ot a window -shade still 
swinging almost imperceptibly — he could not bear any of 
those things. It was better to sta^ in the gaiden, say goodbye 
to them there, and wait to go in until the house w'as com- 
pletely dead. And the storm w'cmld either break or it w’^ould 
growd around the countryside until evening. 1 he grapes are 
getting ripe, she said as they passed under the arbour. And the 
sailboats will be making for the harbour. He stood against a 
cherry tree and watched the ants running up and down across 
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the rough brown bark of the trunk, very near his ^ce, Thdi 
summer was in a lost region, and all roads to it had been cut. 

Thami came in, carrying the burning brazier. He set it 
down in the middle of the room, went and got the teapot and 
the glasses. While he waited for the water to boil, blowing 
from time to time on the glowing coals, Dyar told him of his 
plans. But when he came to the point of ^mentioning the sdm 
he had, he found he could not do it. 'rhami listened, shook his 
head sceptically when Dyar had liiiislicd. “Pesetas are no 
good in the French Zone,“ he said. “You can't cliange them. 
You’d have to take them to the Jew^ if \ou did that." 

“Well, wc’ll take ’em to the Jews then. W hy not?" 

Thami looked at him pityingly. “Tlie Jews?" he cried. 
“They won’t give you anythnig tor them, 'i'he^’ll give )ou 
five francs for t)nc peseta. Maybe si\.“ l))ar knew the curcent 
rate was a little o\or eight. He sighed. “I don’t know. We’ll 
have to wait and sec." Put sccietly he was determined to do 
it that way, even if he got only li\e. 

I’hami poured the boiling tea into the glasses. “No mint 
this time," he said. 

“It doesn’t matter. It’s the heat that does it." 

“Yes." He bkwv out the candle and they sat by the light of 
the flames. Dyar settled back, leaning against the wall, but 
immediately Thami objected. “You’ll get sick," he e\plained. 
“That wall is very wet. Last night I moved my bed, it was so 
w^et there." 

“Ah." Dyar sat up, drew his legs under him, and continued 
to drink his tea. Was the hand on the briefcase c.xplaincd 
away for all time? Why not? he asked himself. Believing or 
doubting is a matter of wanting to believe or doubt; at the 
moment he felt like believing because it suited his mood. 

“So, are you w^ith me?" he said, 

“What?" 

“We stay a week, and you go every day and change a 
thousand pesetas?" 

“Whatever you say," said Thami, reaching for his glass to 
pour him more tea. 
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'J'hc room was getting tarn and watchful around him, D\ar 
remembered the sensation from the night at the \illa 
] lespcndes. But it was not the same this t.rnc because he him- 
self idh very ditleient. '1 he bird outside cried again ^J’hami 
looked surprised “I don’t know how you cal! that Inrd in 
linglish. We call it ’ 

Dyar shut hi^ eyes ♦X t( n ihlt in< )t f tr li. < I st<ii ted to t hrob at tlie 
hack of lus head It \ ^ ik^ painful, it fnt^htenf d iiin» With 

his e)t!r> shut he hail the irnpu^sion that he was i\ing on his 
heuk, that li he (tpcia d tl ^ [] |,( xdd cciIiult U was 

not ncctssai\ to ()| . ti < n I < (.nulcl - Lr,aiwwa\ bteau^e 

lub* lul^s had lucoiia ‘ 1 1 /p 111 I w i gigcixitu scicen 

against which imaL^cs w< k I c ^ oni.niC!: or be. pu^jected — tiru 
swai ms oi colouu d ^da-^^s be »ic! ai i i Ltd i nt ni^c h cs obligingly 
intcv pallt rns, -w iidiihi i: urLc il c i ap toi imng mosaics 

that disc'olvi' ’ M(\ \ ^jc in kk 1 tallieis, oHow - 

crystals, iccaiulc^ (' w i ciowoidvo ccntnclyonto 

tlio screen, am^ ll < ]m< < t w 1 i ^ mv u c i-iM<d' poAci” 

fill Soon lilt c dire s ( t t W sk .c ( I i 1 i I t < \ wr x i i the 
hie would be cm t icP i k oi h - be m ( n ( t]n^ is gomg to 
blind me,’' he said suddenly lu ^ pentei his Ok^ d ualizcd 
he had said nothing 

“Do \ou know wliat thk\ lonk like ddiami asked. 

“What what look like’'”* 

“ 1 oucas “ 

“I don’t know what my thing looks like I don’t know whit 
you’re talking about ’ ’’ 

Ihami looked ‘>lighiK aggiie\ed ‘\ou’ic hashish^ my 
Inend Hashish 

Itach lime Thami spoke to him, he laised his head and shook 
It slightly, opened his eyes, ami made a senseless rkpK 
ddiarni began to sing in a small, tar-away \oice. It was a 
sound you could walk on, a soft earpet that stietched beloie 
him across the Hat blinding dcseit Ijlnd sdhha tren rasou . . . 
But he came up against the stone walls ot an empty house 
beside a mountain. 'Ihc hie was laging behind it, burning 
Wildly and silently, the door was open and it was dark inside. 
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Cobwebs hung to the walls, soldiers had been there, and there 
were women’s silk underclothes strewn about the empty 
rooms. He knew that a certain day, at a certain moment, the 
house would crumble and nothing would be left but dus\ and 
rubble, indistinguishable from the talus of gravel that lay 
below the cliffs. It would be absoluteh silent, the falling of 
the house, like a film that goes on running after the soulid 
apparatus has broken. Bache iduoui sebhatou. . . . d’he carpet 
had caught on fire, too. Someone would blame hirn. 

“I’m goddam if I’ll pay for it,’’ he saiti. Regular 
hours, always superior.^ to gi\e \oii orders, no .security, 
no freedom, no freedom, no freedtnn. 

Thami said: Hak. d’ake \our tea.” 

Dyar reached forward and swam aqainst the cut rent toward 
the outstretched glass, shining with letlected firelight. “ I’ve 
got it. Muchas <^rarias, He paused, seemed to he 

listening, then with exaggerated care he set the glass dowm on 
the mat beside him. “I put it there because it’s hot, see.''” 
(But Thami was not [)aying attention; already he was back m 
his own pleasure pa\ilion overlooking his miles oi verdant 
gardens, and the water ran clear in blue enamel channels. 
Chta! Chta! Sebhatou a and al qadi!) 

“Thami, I’m in another world. Do you understand.'' Can 
you hear me?” 

Thami, his eyes shut, his body w'eaving slow'ly back and 
forth as he sang, did not answer. The perspective from his 
tower grew vaster, the water bubbled up out of the earth on 
all sides. He had ordered it all to be, many years ago. ('The 
night is a w'oman clothed in a robe of burning stars. . . .) 

Leila^ lia. ... 

“I can see you sitting there,” Dyar insisted, “but I m in 
another world.” He began to laugh softly w'ith delight. 

“I don’t know,” he said reflectively. “Sometimes I think 
the other way around. I think . . . ” He spoke more slowly. 
“We . . . would be better ... I think ... if you can get 
through ... if you can get through . . . Why can’t anyone 
get through?” His voice became so loud and sharp here that 



\ A N () 1 H 1 R K f \ I) () I *> I L I \ ( } p- 

1 hami opened his eyes and vstopped sin^nrig 
-Chkoun entina^'^ he said *‘Mv friend, I m hashi h a. 
much as you.*' 

You get here, you float away again, vou come to that 
irazy place’ Oh, my He uas talking xeiv fist, and he 

went into a little spasm of liughur, then checked himself 
got nothing to* laugh about Its not funri\ ” \\ith a 
whoop he rolled o\cr onto the lloor and abandoned lumsc It to 
a long fit of uieriinunt I hum listened without moving 

After a long tiiru the' 1 uighu i d as Middenh as u had 

begun, lu lav c|uit* >ldl 1 he little \ jice crept out again 
'' Ijhal ^clk/ni tni n & md went on and on from 

time to time the lire ^tirre d in einbti slntted its position 
l>vcr} small sound was n/oi sbai[ bu^ in^nle there was a 
solieL silene c Ih w is Umd r iif,t to ^ u itlie lie wanted to be 
absolutcK ^ ^ bee 01 l be tel th it the air which 

hltcd so peifcetK oi mt him \\ is i ^alunous substance 
which had been nu)uK!ed > mil h \Mlh iidinite evie^titudc 
e\er\ eontoui of his ]h i son It fie n>\e i ve ^o slighih hi 
would feel ii puslnng igunst him aiul ih it would be un- 
bearable 1 he monstrous swelh ig and detl ling of himself 
which each bieith oee isione d w as ireilpcnl But that wa\< 
broke, receded, and he was letl stiinded for a moment m a 
landscape of hepiid glass light, gieengold md shimmerme 
Burnished, neh and oih , then swift like darning water I ool 
at it ’ I ook at It ’ Dunk it with \our etes It s the onl} water 
\ oil’ll evei see Anothei wave would loll up soon, thev were 
coming me^re often i a Leila ^ ha 1 oi a moment he was 

(fuitc in Ills senses lie la> theie eomfoitibh and listened to 
the long, melancholv melodic line of the song, thinking 
‘How long ago was it that I was laughing^” Perhaps the 
whole night had gone bv , and the effect had aluadv worn off 
“Ihami?” he said Ihen he rtali/ed it had been almost 
impossible to get the word out, because his mouth was of 
cardboard. He gasped a little, and thought of moving “I 
must remember to tell m>self to move mv left hand so I CcUi 
raise myself onto ni} elbow It must move back fuither 
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before I can begin to pull my knees up. But I dop’t want to 
move my knees. Only my hand. So I can raise myself onto 
my elbow. If I move my knees I can sit up. ...” 

He was sitting up. 

(I’m sitting up.) Is this what I wanted? Why did 1 want to 
sit up? 

He waited. 

(I didn’t. I only wanted to raise myself on to my elbow.) 
Why? (I wanted to he facing the oihei way. It’s. going to be 
more comfortable that way.) 

He was King down. 

(, . . from the gulf of the inlinita Allah looks across >'itb an 
eye of gold, . . .) Alcj Uilat on leila^ ya lula^ Ua! 

Before the wind had armed, he heard it coining, slining 
stealthily around the sharp pinnackvS of rock up there, rolling 
down through the ravines, whispering as it mo\ed along the 
surface of the cliffs, coming to wrap itself around the lunise 
He lay a year, dead, listening to it coming. 

There was an explosion in the loom. I'hami liad throv. n 
another log onto the fire. d'hat gave me designs. Red, purple,’' 
said Dyar without speaking, sitting up again. 'J’he room wais a 
red grotto, a theatre, a vast stable with a balcony that hung in 
the shadows. Up there was a city of little rooms, a city inside 
a pocket of darkness, but there were windows in the walls you 
could not see, and beyond these the sun shone dow n on an 
outer city built of ice. 

“My God, Thami, water!” he cried thickly. Thami was 
standing above him. 

“Goodbye,” said Thami, Heavily he sat down and rolled 
over on to his side, sang no more. 

“Water,” he tried to say again in a very soft voice, anti 
tremblingly he made a supreme effort to get to his feet. “ My 
God, I’ve got to have water,” he whispered to himself; it was 
easier to whisper. Because he was looking down at his feet 
from ten thousand feel up, he had to take exquisite care in 
walking, but he stepped over Thami and got out into the patio 
to the pail. Sighing with the effort of kneeling down, he put 
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Ills face into the fire of the cold water and drew it into his 
th’'oat. 

When it was finished he rose, threw his head up, and looked 
at the itioon. The wind had conit^, l)ut it had been here before. 
Now it was necessary to get back into the room, to get all the 
way across the room to the door. But he must not breathe 50 
licaVily. To op^n the* dooi and go out. Out there the wind 
would be cold, l)ut he naist go anyway. 

d'hc expedition ilnougli the magic room was hazardous, 
was a fragile siIliilc tlif le winch must not be shattered. 

'1 he iire, bhedding O'- lednc . on Thami’.^ masklike face, must 
not ivnow he was st(.aling p,ist \t each step he lifted Ins feet 
far off the floor into the an, likt sfvmLOiic walking through a 
lield ol liigli wet era^s. lit saw the df>or .ihead of him, but 
suddx^Mih between him aiu’ n a tortuous cf)rridoi made of pure 
Time interpo<-'' ’ ” li wa'^ going to takf‘ endless hours to get 
clown to v\e end. \ i ’ 1 bo'-i ui lUM-^ibk people was lined up 
along Its walls, but on rl ( oil ( r side of me A\<tl^, luutLly 
waiting loi Inm to go b\ — an impii M\e Nue mIlhI 4I id 
witlH>ut ptty. “\\ aitiiig loi me/’ he thoiighr l Jie sidc'^ ot his 
mind, indistinguishcdde fioin the walls oi the ^.oriidor, vx^re 
lined with w(»rds \Miit«.n in \rabic se'ript All the tune, directly 
before his exes was the knob!es'> door sending out its whispcicd 
message. It was not sure, tt could not be trusted. It it opened 
wdien he did not want it to open, b\ itself, all the horroi ot exi- 
stence could crowd in upon him He stietched his hand out and 
touched the largt* cold ke) . The kex explained the lieaxmessin 
Ills overcoat pocket, lie put his left hand into the pocket and 
felt tile hammer, and the head and point of the nail, lhat was 
woik to he done, but later, when he came in. He turned the 
kew , pulled open the door, felt the bewildered wind toucli his 
face. “Keep aw’ay from the cliff/' he wdiispered as he stepped 
outside. Around him stretched the night’s formless smile, i he 
moon xvas far out over the empty regions nenv, Reliex ing 11m 
self ag^iinst the xvall of the house, he heard the xvmd up here 
trying to cover the long single note of the water eoxvn in 
valley. Inside, by the lire, time xvas slowly dissolving, falling to 
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pieces. But even at the end of the night there would still be <in 
ember of time left, of a subtle, bitter flavour, soft tb the touch, 
glowing from its recess of ashes, before it paled and died, and 
the heart of the ancient night stopped beating. 

He turned toward the door, his steps short and halting likt 
those of an old man. It was going to require a tremendous 
effort to get back to the mat, but because the only thing lu 
could conceive of at this instant was to sink down on it and In 
out flat by the fire, he felt certain he could make the effort. As 
he shut the door behind him he murn)ured to it: “You kq^ow 
Vm here, don't \ou?'* d'he idea was hateful to him, bin then, 
w^as something he could do about it. What that thin^w^s hr 
could not recall, yet he knew' the situation w^as not liopcless, 
he could remedy it later. 

Thami had not stirred. As he looked down fiom his reniot( 
height at the relaxed body, a familiar uneasiness stole over hiiur^ 
only he could connect it with no cause. Partly he knew tliai 
what he saw^ before him was 'i'hami, 'Phaini's head, trunk, 
arms and legs. Partly he knew' it was an unidentiliable olqtct 
lying there, immeasurably heavj with its own meaninglessnes.s 
a vast imponderable weight that nothing could lighten. As Ik 
stood lost in static contemplation of the thing, the w ind pushed 
the door feebly, making a faint rattling. But could nothin;: 
lighten it? If the air were let in, the weight might escape 
its own accord, into the shadows of the room and the darknes'^ 
of the night. He looked slowly behind him. 'Phe door was 
silent, staring, baleful. “You know I’m here, all right,” he 
thought, “but you won’t know^ hmg.” He had willed tiu 
hammer and nail into existence, and they were there in Iik 
pocket. Thinking of their heaviness, he felt his body lean t(‘ 
one side. He had to shift the position of his fool to retain hi 
balance, to keep from being pulled down by their weight. Tlu 
rattle came again, a scries of slight knockings, knowing and 
insinuating. But now, did they come from the mat below him r 
“If it opens,” he thought, looking at the solid, inert qiass m 
front of him in the fire’s dying light, his eyes staring, gathering 
fear from within him. “If it opens.” There was that thing he 
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had to do, he must do it, and he knew what it was but he could 
not think wnat it was. 

A mass of words had he^un to ferment inside him, and now 
they buT)bled forth. “ Many Mabel damn. Molly Daddy lamb. 
Lolly dibble up-man. Dolly little Dan,'’ he whispered, and 
then he gig^ded. The hammer was in his right Jrand, the nail 
ii' hTs left. He b^nt ovf^r, swayed, and fell hea\ ily to his knees 
on the mat, beside tlie outstretched door. It did not move. 
'The mountain wind rushed through his liead. lbs head wais a 
single seashcll full ot grOttocs, its inhnitely smooth pink avails, 
delicate, paper-thin caught the light of the embers as he 
movtd along the gaJleries. ".Melly diddle din,” he said, (juite 
loud, putting the point of the nail as far into 'Lhairu’s ear as he 
could. He raised liis light arm and hit the head of the nail with 
all hit might. The object relaxed imperceptibly, as if someone 
had said to ' ' all right.” He laid the hammer down, and 
felt the iMil-head, I* el with the soft lobe of the ear. It had 
tWT) little ridges on it: he rubbed his thumbnail across the 
imperfections in the steel. The nail was as iirmK eml^cdcled as 
if it had been driven iUto a cotonut. ”Meiry Mabel dune.” 
The children w'ere going to make a noise when they came out 
at recess-time. The are rattled, the same insistent music that 
could not be stilled, the same skyrockets that w^ould not 
hurry to explode. And the floor had fallen ov^er onto him. His 
hand was bent under him, he could feel it, he wanted to move. 
“I must remember that I exist,” he told himself; that was 
clear, like a great rock rising out of the sea around it. ‘T must 
remember that I am alive.” 

He did not know whether he was lying still or whether his 
hands and feet were shaking painfully with the effort of making 
himself believe he was there and wanted to move his hand. He 
knew his skin was more tender than the skin of an overripe 
plum; no matter how softly he touched it, it would break and 
smear him with the stickiness beneath. Someone had shut 
the bureau drawer he w^as lying in and gone away, forgotten 
him. The great languor. The great slowness. The night had 
sections filled with repose, and there were places in time to 
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be visited, faces to forget, words to understand, silences lo 
studied. 

The fire was out; the inhuman night had come into the 
room. Once again he wanted water. ‘^Tve come ba^k/' 
thought; his mouth, gullet, stomach ached with dryness. 
“Thami has stayed behind. Tm the only survivor. That’s the 
way I wanted it.” That warm, hiimidf dang/L‘rous breeding- 
place for ideas had been destroyed. ” Thank God he hasn’t 
come back with me,” he told himself. ” I never \Yanted liim to 
know I was alive.” lie slipped away again; the \\ater wasrtoo 
distant. 

A maniacal light had fallen intp the room and was^iopping 
about. He sat up and frowned. The ear in the head beside him 
The little steel disc with the irregular grooves in it. He had 
known it would be there. He sighed, crept on his liandji and 
knees around the ends of the drawn-up legs, arrived in th? 
cold, blinding patio, and immersed his face in the pail. He was 
not real, but he knew^ he was alive. When he lifted his head, he 
let it fall all the way back against the wall, and he stayed there a 
long time, the mountains’ morning light pressing brutally 
into his eyelids. 

Later he rose, w^ent into the room, dragged 'Thami by his 
legs through the patio into the kitchen and sliut the door. 
Overpowered by weakness, he lay down on the mat, and still 
trembling fell into a bottomless sleep. As the day advanced tlic 
wind increased, the blue sky grew wTite, then grey. The door 
rattled unceasingly, but he heard nothing. 


XXVI 

The pounding on the door had been going on for a long time 
before, becoming aw^are of it, he began to scramble up the 
slippery sides of the basin of sleep where he found himself, in a 
frantic attempt to escape into consciousness. When finally he 
opened his eyes and was back in the room, a strange languor 
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remained, like a great, soft cushion beneath him; he did not 
want to move. Still the fist went on hitting the door insistently, 
stopping now and then so that when it began again it wa^ 
louder -after the silence that had come in between. 

There were cushions under him and cushions on top of him , 
he would not move. But he called out, ‘‘Who is it?” several 
tim^s, each time managing to put a little more force into his 
unruly voice, llie kn(^c^'ing ceased. Soon he lelt a faint curio- 
sity to know w’ho it was out there. He sat up, then got up and 
WTnt to the 'door, satipg again, his mouch dose to the wood: 
“Who IS it?” Outside there was only the sound of the casual 
dripping of WMter fn>''. ca\c^ onto the bare earth. “So it's 
been raining again,” he thought w'ith unieasoning anger 
“ Who is It?” he said, louder, at the same tin:j being startled 
as he put his hand to his face and felt the thiee-day beard 
there. 

lie imbv'ktd the tf'or. opened it and looked out. It was a 
dark day, and, as he had expected, theie wa^ no In sight. 
Nor was he still any more than \airuel} unere-ted in knowing? 
who had been knocking It was not indiiltreiice , he knew* it 
concerned him vitally, — he knew' that he should caie verv much 
w'ho had stood outside the door a moment ago. But now^ there 
was not enough of him left to feel strongly about anything; 
everything had been spent last night. Today was like an old, 
w’orn-oiit film being run off — dim, jerky, flickering, full ot 
cuts, and wdth a plot he could not seize. It w^as hard to pay 
attention to it. 

As he turned to go back in, for he felt like sleeping again, a 
voice called: “Hola!” from the direction of the stream. And 
although he was having difficulty focusing (the valley was a 
murky grey jumble), he saw a man wffio a second before had 
been standing still looking back at the house turn and start 
walking up toward it. Dyar did not move; he w’atched; on the 
top of his head now" and then he felt the cold drops that fell 
singly,^ unhurriedly, from the sky. 

The man was a Berber in country clothes. As he drew near 
the house he began to walk more slowly and to look back dow n 
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the path. Soon he stopped altogether, and stood, obviously 
waiting for someone behind him. From between the rocks two 
figures presently emerged and climbed up across the stream, 
around the curve in the path. Dyar, remaining in the doorway, 
observing this unannounced arrival, feeling sure that it meant 
something of great importance to him, was unable to summon 
the energy necessary for conjecture; he watched. Wheu the 
two figures had reached the spot wheve the'^lone one stood, 
they stopped and conferred with him ; he waved his arm toward 
the house, and then sat down, while they continued along the 
path. But now' Dyar had begun to stare, for one man was wear- 
ing a uniform W'ith jodhpurs and bools, whde the othei,^w'ho 
seemed to need assistance in climbing, w'as in a raincCat and a 
brilliant purple turban. When the tw'o had got about halt-wav 
betw'een the seated Berber and the house, he realized with a 
shock that the second person w^as a WT)man in slacks. And at» 
instant later his mouth opened slightly because he had 
recognized Daisy. Under his breath he said: “Good God!” 

As she came nearer and saw' him staring at her she waved, 
but said nothing. Dyar, behaving like a small child, stood 
w^atching her approach, did not even acknowledge her 
greeting. 

“Oh!’’ she exclaimed, gasping a little as she came on to the 
level piece of ground w'here the house stood. She walked 
toward the door and put her hand out. He took it, still Icxjking 
at her, unbelieving. “Hello,” he said. 

“Look. Will you please not think Fm a busybody. How are 
you ?” She let go of his hand and directed a piercing glance at 
his face ; unthinkingly he put his hand to his chin. “All right 
Without waiting for an answer she turned to the man in the 
chauffeur’s uniform. ''Me puedes esperar ahi ahajo.'' She 
pointed to the native w^aiting below^ 'Fhe man made a listless 
salute and walked away. 

“ Oh ! ” said Daisy again, looking about for a place to sit, and 
seeing nothing but the wet earth. “I must sit down. Do you 
think we could go in where it’s dry?” 

“Oh, sure,” Dyar came to life, “Fm just surprised to see 
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you. Oo on in.’* She crossed the room and sat down on the mat 
in front of (ihe dead fireplace. “What are you doing here?” he 
said, his voice expressionless. 

She 'had her knees together out to one side, and she had 
folded her hands over them. “Obviously, I’ve come to see 
you.” She looked up at him. “But you want to know zvhy, of 
coLtirse. If you’ll be patient while I catch my breath, I’ll tell 
\ou.” She paused, and ^ ’ghed. “ I’ll lay my case before you and 
\ou can do as you like.” Now she reached up and seized his 
arrj). “Darling” (the ^ound of her \oice had changed, growni 
more intense), “you mu^t go back. Sit down. No, here, beside 
me*\\)u\e got t(> b’ek to Tangier That’s wdiy I’m here. 
J’o help\a)u get hack in.” 

Sh(‘ felt his b()d\ stiffen as he turned his head quickly to 
lof>k^ at her. “Don’t talk,” she said. ‘‘J^et me say my little 
]u(‘ce. It’s late ”<! n’s g(une to rain, and w'e must leave Agla 
wlult* thew ’s still da ':ght. Tln^re are tw’enty-seven kilometres 
of trail before one gets to the ccnretcra. You don’t know' any- 
thing about the roads l)eeause you didn’t eome that way,” 

"How do voLi know ’ )w^ I carne.'^” 

“You do think I’m an utter fool, don’t you?” She offered 
him a cigarette from her case and they smoked a moment in 
sdeiice. “ 1 saw the little business in the garden the other night, 
and I thought I recognized diat drunken brother of the Bei- 
daouis’. And 1 had no reason to doubt his w'ife’s wa)rd. 
According to her he brought you here. So that’s that. Bui all 
that’s oi no importance.” 

Ho was thinking: “I low' can I find out how^ much she 
knows ? ’’ The best idea seemed to be simply to ask her; thus he 
cut her short, saying: “What have they told you?” 

“Who ? “ she said drily. “Jack Wheox and Ronny Ashcombe- 
Danvers ? ” 

He did not reply. 

“ If you mean them,”slie pursued, “ they told me everything, 
naturi^lly. You’re all bloody fools, all three of you, but you’re 
the biggest bloody fool. What in God's name did you think 
you w'ert‘ doing? Of course, 1 don’t know' w'liat Jack was 
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thinking of in the first place to let you fetch Ronny’s money, 
and he’s so secretive I couldn’t make anything oiK of his silly 
tale. It wasn’t until I met Ronny yesterday at the airport that 
I got any sort of story that hung together at all. Ronny’^ an old 
friend of mine, you know, and I can tell you he’s more than 
displeased about the whole thing, as well he may be.” 

“Yes,” he said, completely at a loss for anything else to say. 

“I’ve argued with him until I’m hoalse, trjdng to persuade 
him to let me come up here. Of course he was all for coming 
himself with a band of ruffians from the port and taking^ his 
chances on getting the money back by force. Because obviou dv 
he can't do it by legal means. But I think now he understands 
how childish that idea is. I made him see how muclYbctler it 
w^ould be if I could get you to come back of your ow'n accord.” 

Dyar thought: “So Ashcombc-Danvers is an old Iriend of 
hers. He's promised her a percentage of everything she cafr 
get back for him.” And he remembered Madame Werth’s 
reservation at the hotel in Marrakech; Daisy might as well 
have been saying to him: “Do come back and he a victim 
again for my sake.” 

“It’s out of the question,” he said shortly. 

“Oh, is it,^” she cried, her eyes blazing. “Because little x\Ir. 
Dyar says it is, I suppose?” 

He flushed. “You’re goddam right.” 

She leaned tow^ard him. “ Why do you think I came up here, 
you bloody, bloody fool, you conceited idiot? God!” 

“I don’t know. I’m wondering, myself,” he said, tossing his 
cigarette into the fireplace. 

“I came . . .” She paused. “Because I’m the biggest fool of 
all, because through some ghastly defect in my character, I — 
because I’ve somehow — let myself become fond of you. God 
knows why! God knows why! Do you think I’d come all the 
way here only to help Ronny get his money back ? ” (“ Yes, you 
w^ould,” he thought.) “He’s better equipped for a man-hunt 
than I am, with his gang of cut-throats from the IVfarsa.” 
(“She doesn’t believe any of that. She thinks she can do the 
job better,” he told himself.) “I’m here because Ronny’s a 
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friend of mine, yes, and because I should like to help him get 
back what belongs to him, what you’ve stolen from him.” (Her 
voice trembled a little on the word stolen.) “Yes, of cour^ o. All 
of that: And I’m here also because what will help him happens 
to be the only thing that’ll help you.” 

“ Do my soul good. I know. Walk in and make a clean breast 
ofiv” 

“Your soul!'*’ she s'li'^ppcd. “Bugger your soul! I saul IjcJp 
>011. Youhe in a mess. You know damned wxdl what a mess 
\ou’ie in. Aiid >ou’ie;iot going to get out of it without some 
help. I want \er\ much to sec >ou through this. And if I must 
he quite frank, J doi ' ihink anyone else can or will.” 

“ Oh,l know,” he said. “ I don’t expect an\hod> to lake up a 
collection for me! Nobody can help me Fme. So how can 
>ou;’' 

* “Don’t yon ini T uis knows a few' people in 'Tangier? It’s 
a questlo’^ ot getting ’^ou and yuir money across the frontier. 
In any case, I’ve boirowcd a diplomatic Ctir With the CD 
plates one goes right through, usually. i.\en if we dv>n’t it’s all 
seen to. You run no ns 

“No risk!’’ he repeated, with a brief laugh. “And m 
Tangier?” 

“ Ronny ? What can he do ? I assure you he’ll be so delighted 
to sec his money, he’ll — 

lie cut her short. “Not that,” he said. “I’m not w'orned 
about that. I’m just thinking.” 

She looked puzzled an instant. “You don’t mean the checiue 
you accepted from that hideous little Russian woman?” 

He stood up. “Oh, Jesus,” he groaned. “Is there anything 
you don’t know?” 

“In the way of Tangier gossip, no, dailing. But everyone 
knows about that. She’s been ordered to leave 'Tangier. 
Probably has already gone. The only useful thing l^ncle 
Goode’s done since she arrived in Tangier. I don’t know what 
•the official American attitude would be toward your sou of 
stupid behaviour. But that’s a chance you’ll have to take. I 
think we’ve talked about enough, don’t vou?” 
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“I guess we have,” he said. It was a solution, he thought, 
but it was not the right one, because it would undc-y everything 
he had done. It had to be this way, he said to himself. He 
knew what the other way was like. 

“Do you think we could have some tea before we leave?” 
Daisy inquired suddenly. “It would help.” (“She doesn’t 
understand,”, he thought.) 

“I’m not going,” he said. 

“Oh, darling, don’t be difficult.” He had never seen lier 
eyes so large and serious. “It’s late. You know goddam 
well you’re going. There nothing else y(3u can do. 
trouble is you just can’t make up your mind to face jackiaml 
Ronny, But you’ve go/ to face them, that’s all.” 

“ I tel! you I’m not going.” 

“Rot! Rubbish! Now come! Don’t disgust me with \oui 
fear, 'bhere’s nollung more re\olting than a man who’s afraid. 

He laughed unpleasantly. 

“Come along, now,” she said in a comfortable \oice, as 
though each sentence she had uttered until then had succeeded 
in persuading him a little. “Make some good hot tea and we’ll 
each have a cup. d’hen we’ll go back. It’s that simple.” As a 
new idea occurred to her, she looked around the room for the 
first time. “Where’s the Beidaoui boy? Not that I can take 
him; he’ll have to get back by himself, but I daresay tliat offers 
no particular problem.” 

Because what had been going on for the past half-hour had 
been in a world so absolutely alien to the one he had been 
living in (where the mountain wind blew and rattled the 
door), that world of up here, like something of his own in- 
vention, had receded, become unlikely, momentarily effaced 
itself. He caught his breath, said nothing. At the same time he 
glanced swiftly over her shoulder toward the kitchen door, and 
felt his heart make a painful movement in his chest. For an 
instant his eyes opened very wide. Then he looked into her 
face, frowning and not letting his eyelids resume their rvatura! 
position too quickly. “I don’t know,” he said, hoping that his 
expression could be interpreted as one of no more than normal 
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concern. With the wind, the door had swung outward a little, 
and a helpless hand showxd through the opening. “I haven’t 
seen him all day. He was gone when I woke up." 

Now’his heart was pounding violently, and the inside of hi > 
liead pushed against his skull as if it would break through the 
fragile wall. He tried to play the old game wath himself. 
"It’a not true. He’s r.ot lying there." It waiuld not work. He 
knew positively, even vVithout looking again; games w^cre 
hnished. He sat in the room, he W'as the centre of a situation of 
whyse ever} detail he was aware; the very presence of the hand 
gave him his unshakable certainty, his eoriMCtion that his 
existence and e\er}thiii^ ip il was real, solid, undeniable. 
L.iter he' would be able to look straight at this knowledge 
without the unbearable, bursting anguish, but now, at the 
beginning, sitting beside Daisv m the room wiicre the know- 
K^dge had bee’' hrx-r. nuich. He jumped to his feet. 

"'rea?" he eried rr/il}. “^'eah, sure. Ot course.” He 
stepped to the front door and look -d out; liie chaulFeur and 
the guide w'ere still sitting down theie in llu* gathering 
gloom, on opposite side, of the path. ‘ 1 don’t know where he 
IS," he said. “He’s been gone all day." It was stdl raining a 
little, but in a moment it would fall harder. A dense cloud was 
drifting dowm from the invisible peaks above. In the w’et grey 
twilight everything was colourless. He heard a sound behind 
him, turned and stood frozen as he w'atched Dai^y rise slowly, 
deliberately, wailk into the patio, her eyes fixed on the bottom 
of the kitchen door. She pulled it all the way open, and bent 
down, her back to him. He was not sure, but he thought lie 
heard, a second later, a slight, almost inaudible cry. And she 
stayed crouching there a long time, lattle by little the dead, 
fiat sound of the falling rain spread, increased. He started to 
walk across the room towaird the patio, thinking: '‘This is the 
moment to show^ her Tm not afraid. Not afraid of what she 
thinks.” Because of the rain splattering from the caves into the 
patio she did not hear him coming until he was almost in the 
doorway. She looked up swfiftly; there w^ere tears in her eyes, 
and the sight of them was a sharp pain inside him. 



3i8 let it come down 

He stood still. 

'‘Did ?” She did not try to say anything more. lie 

knew the reason ; she had looked at his face and did not need to 
finish her question. She stood only a second now in front of 
him, yet even in that flash many things must have crossed her 
mind, because as he stared into her eyes he was conscious of 
the instantaneous raising of a great barrier tliat had not Ivcen 
there a moment before, and now suddenly was there, impene- 
trable and merciless. Quickly she walked in front of him into 
the room and across to the door. Only -when she had stepjx^d 
outside into the rain did she turn and say in a smotheic d 
voice: “I shall tell Ronny 1 couldn’t And you.” Then she 
moved out of his vision; where she had paused there was only 
the rectangle of grey ness. 

He stood there in the patio a moment, the cold ram weitin<j 
him. (A place in tlie w'orld, a dcTnite status, a precise relation- 
ship wdth the rest of men. Even if it had to be one of open 
hostility, it was his, created by him.) Suddenly he puslied tlie 
kitchen door shut and went into the room. He was tired, he 
wanted to sit dow'n, but there W'as only the mat, and so he 
remained standing in the middle of the room. Soon it wandd be 
dark; stuck onto the floor was the little piece of candle tlie 
other had blown out last night when the fire was going. He 
did not know- whether there was another candle in the kitchen, 
nor would he look to see. More to have something to do than 
because he wanted light, he knelt dowm to set the stub burning, 
felt in his pocket, in all his pockets, for a match. Finding none, 
he stood up again and walked to the door. Out in the murk 
there was no valley, there were no mountains. The rain fell 
heavily and the wind had begun to blow again. He sat dow n in 
the doorw'ay and began to w^ait. It w^as not yet completely dark 
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